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Style No. 288—Sircn Song 
—Jewel-studded jacket 

tops a body-beautiful 

dream of a dress. No 

more glamorous custume 

was ever devised to 

bring out a gleam in his 

eye than this gleaming 

rayon satin. Demure 

jacket reveals a stark 

bare top that contrasts 

Oy 9) . : : dramatically with the 

Be Aasineres he ghsd fabulous bustle-bow in 

vi ene ——— a back. Royal blue © or 


Style No. 9050 
Sizes: 12-20 


10°8 


Sizes: 36-46 
1812-2612 ~ 


11.98 


Style No. 9050—Broadway’'s 
classic suit in crease re- 
sistant Rayon Gabardine... 


Slim, stunning and set for 
Fall. A wonderful basic 
suit for every wardrobe. 
Whatever your figure, fig- 
ure this suit as a must! 
Grey, brown or navy. 
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599 BROADWAY, NEW YORK 12, WN. Y. | 
Dept. 130-113 


nana 


On prepaid jtyle No. Size, Ist Color Choice | 2na Color Cho 
Orders add 30, 


lalla wer 


foi postage afd 
handling You Save . 
C.0.D. charges. it NAME 
C 0.D. you pay price 
plus postage and ADDRESS 

C0.D charges CITY & 


ZONE = STATE 


Send 10c for beautiful Fashion Catalog 
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AT LAST! 2 of the most famous hair and scalp conditioners scien- 
tifically combined in one amazing formula! More wonderful ee 





than plain SULFUR ... than plain LANOLIN formulas! Contains 


_ 


astonishing new, easier to absorb, faster-acting ‘‘Super-Sulfur’’! 
No ordinary hair dressing gives you such thrilling benefits! 


| 


STARTS wor« INSTANTLY TO RELIEVE 


THESE 
3 BIG 


(Money back guaranteed if 


You'll thrill beyond belief! Your hair looks invit- 
ingly softer, longer, thicker, smoother, healthier 
and more lustrous too, when you use Sulfur-8! 





HAVE YOU GOT the hair and scalp misery “‘blues”? Do you 
suffer ... suffer ...snffer ... from dry, brittle, coarse-and- 
frizzy looking hair . . . from unsightly loose dandruff . . . 
from uncomfortable, embarrassing “dry scalp” itching? 
Then chances are your hair and scalp are begging for a 
real “conditioner”! No pomade, no grease, no mere hair 
dressing can possibly give you such swift, thrilling, scien- 
tific relief as Sulfur-8, a real hair and scalp conditioner. 
Think of it! Just by using as directed, Sulfur-8 starts to 
work instantly to relieve these annoying “big three” hair 
and scalp problems: “dry scalp” itching . dry, brittle 
hair with split, cracking ends; and ugly, loose dandruff, too! 
At the very same time, Sulfur-8 gives your hair that 
smoother, longer, healthier look! Makes it glow with lus- 
trous new beauty! And, you'll find your hair is now so much 
easier to manage! 
So the sooner you go to your drugstore or cosmetic 
counter and get Sulfur-8 . the sooner you’re going to 
see these heart-warming miracles in your mirror! 





NOW ... MIRACLES OF SCIENCE AT 
YOUR FINGERTIPSI 


For hundreds of years, sulfur has been 
recognized for its valuable “conditioning” 
effect on the scalp and hair. But now 
Sulfur-8 brings you a new scientific mar- 
vel... “SUPER-SULFUR” .. . a special 
kind of sulfur that’s easier to absorb and faster-acting than 
plain sulfur! 

Sulfur-8 out-shines plain lanolin formulas, too... because 
it’s also so rich in lanolin! Medical authorities say nothing 
resembles your natural hair oils more closely than lanolin. 
So you'll be tickled pink with the way Sulfur-8 quickly s“p- 

lements oils destroyed by the drying-out action of abusive, 
Co treatment. And you'll bless the day you started using 
Sulfur-8 when you see your hair shimmering and shining 














brilliantly . . . looking so smooth, glossy and thick! 

Yes, hee ge open your .jar of grand and glorious 
Sulfur-8 . miracles of science are truly at your finger- 
tips! 


THERE’S ONLY ONE SULFUR-8 
with Super-Sulfur and Lanolin 


What a sensation you’ll create ... when you step out and 
show your friends your beautiful looking hair! You'll be 
showered by compliments! Attract admiring glances! But 
remember, if you want the wonderful three-way scientific 
conditioning of new SUPER-SULFUR, plus the wonders 
of a truly lenolin-rich formula . . . you must ask for 
Sulfur-8! You cannot expect such effective results from any 
mere hair dressing, oil, grease or cheap pomade.. . or from 
ordinary lanolin formulas. 


*Use Sulfur-8 as directed. MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE. 
If not delighted, return empty jar for money back. 





HAIR AND SCALP TROUBLES! 


not completely satisfied) 


© “Dry Scalp” itching! 
@ Dry, brittle hair and split, cracking ends! 
© Ugly, loose dandruff! 





Whet Men Find Most Exciting About Women 
Any man will tell you smooth, soft, glossy hair is the key 


to charm and personality. Lustrous, gleaming hair excites 
a man’s admiration! They love to caress and stroke silky- 
smooth hair! Are aroused by lo thicker-look- 
ing hair! So don’t be pend out of fun and romance by 
dull, dead-looking dry hair eee loose dandruff «ce OF 
“dry scalp” itching. Remember, Sulfar-8 starts to work 
instantly to relieve all three, when used as directed. 


RAVE NOTICES 
“Am tickled pink with what “I am a registered beauty cultur- 
Sulfur-8 has done for my hair.” ist. Sulfur-8 certainly helped my 
Bloomingburg, Ohie hair. Most cus ask for it.” 
“Hair improved so many ways. < ML. 
Looks soft and glossy.” 
Austin, Texas 








HAIR AND SCALP 
CONDITIONER 


Made by the makers of 
GLOSS-8 PRESSING OIL 





SEND NO MONEY! ORDER BY MAIL 


if druggist doesn’t carry or is out of stock 


SULFUR-8, DEPT.T5311,1310 Bedford Ave., Brooklyn, N. Y. 


Please rush my big 2 oz. jar of Sulfur-8. I will pay postman 
only $1.10 (plus postage and tax.) If not satisfied, I mszy 
return jar for my money back. 


NAME 
ADDRESS. 
CITY. STATE. 






































Perfect present for a “lady-in-waiting”, for 
yourself or for a friend. The attractive and 
oh-so-useful Davol Gift Set contains the 


very things a mother needs to bottle feed 
her new baby . . . plus some handy extras. 





Star attraction . .. a complete set of famous 


Davol “Anti-Colic’* Nursers, which can 
actually be “regulated” to suit baby’s own 
feeding speed. By loosening or tightening 
the collar, you speed up or slow down flow 


of formula so baby can feed at the rate her 
appetite demands. 





#1... REG. U. S&S. PAT. OFF. 
Added attractions . . . Besides the eight 
Nursers (six 8-oz. and two 4-oz.) the Davol 
Gift Set contains extra “Anti-Colic” Nipples, 
Nursery Tongs, a Nasal Aspirator, pint-size 
Hot-Water Buttle. Pink or blue box. Only 
$4.95. At dru, and department stores. 


Davo! Rubber Company, Pro’idence 2, R. I. 
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FIVE STORIES FROM TRUE LIFE 


i Ng essen ecdindncesoeegengeenane aeenwen 16 
Bess hadn’t paid much attention to some things her husband did until the 
discovery that his best friend was “queer” and then she began to wonder. 


ON \ EOOUE FLEE OEE RE TE eT 20 
As the wife of a recording star, Letha was accustomed to have other women 
make passes at him, but when it narrowed down to one, she thought fast. 


EET PEE EEE ETE Te TT rrr 26 
In the city, Mae had been used to running away when the game of love got 
too intense, but in a small town she found that the rules were different. 


EPP Te TTC LOET eee TOT TTT eee 32 
Told that she couldn’t marry Jimmy because he actually was her half brother, 
Peggy refused to give up hope and then a family friend helped Cupid. 


ee NE I io nin dsc ccdocnvesenckeeeenenneeeeebers 34 
Shocked by the discovery that he could never be a father, Rod sought to ignore 
Helen’s pleas for a baby and then a friendly physician showed him how. 


SPECIAL FEATURES 


Ne NS iin civinedd cv ence ve cenneneewne By Jessie Young 22 
Although known all her life as white, sexy, exotic dancer Jessie Young now 
would be known as a Negro. In simple, straightforward style she tells why. 


Why I Remain A Bachelor....................000- By Harold Nicholas 28 
W orld- famous dancer, ex-husband of movie star Dorothy Dandridge, says he has 
nothing against marriage but explains why he wants to remain single awhile. 


HOME SERVICE MAGAZINE 


I OG CE IN os Ss oe in whdc cesencececces seeeue seed paves 37 
California Modern Has Beauty, Style. .................sccccccecceees 38 
Ue Me WOO FUMMOWORE. ..... 2... ccc cccccccccosecccccesseseees 40 
Seen Pele Gee Te TUMNET...... ccc cc ccccccccesevovtvsiveoees 42 
Letting The Child Grow Up Normally..................ceeeeceecees 44 


Cover Photo Of Dorothy Dandridge By RKO Radio Pictures, Inc. 


7M te avlished month! be Sense Pubtiching Co. 4 Fn a0, South Michigan Avenue, Chicago 16 
‘sre p By ES copyright, 1959, by by Senmaen Publishing éo. O.1 Ine. inc, Reproduction 3 Lon 

‘a 
permission. Ali nee oy vipts subm itted should be accom: ied fy seit 
no responsib.iity for return of unsol ‘cited 
le, if of living 





are not actual and all names of persons, ao poet coincidental. Photos 
involved in any of the stories. IPTIONS: : aa a2 issues) $3. 2 years (24 iseaes) $ $5. Canada and 
countries $4 a year. Other foreign countries $5 a Single copies 25 cents each. Canada and Pan-America 30 cents. 
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EARLY 


BEL 


A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 


By Frances Jackson 


EAR MRS. JACKSON: I have been 
married twice, although I am not 
yet 21, but I’ve never been happy. I 
finally met a man who is all I’ve ever 
dreamed of, and we are very much in 
love. To us it makes no difference that he 
is colored and I am white, but it does to 
a lot of other people. 

My mother is very frail and sickly 
and a big shock would kill her. Her 
husband is from the South and very 
prejudiced. I love my mother very much 
and I know it would hurt her if I told 
her that I am in love with a colored 
man. She doesn’t believe in mixed mar- 
riages. We want to get married but how 
can I ever make her understand? Maybe 
you'll tell me to forget “C” and find 
some nice boy of my own race to go with, 
but I’m afraid that’s impossible because 
I love him too much. 

Desperate 


Dear “Desperate”: 

So you think you are ready for a 
third marriage? And just what makes 
you think that you'll be able to cope with 
the responsibilities of this marriage when 
you couldn’t survive the hardships of the 
other two? 

I don’t want to discourage you on this 
third venture, but I do want you to think 
it over seriously before you are married 
again. I doubt that you are emotionally 
mature enough to accept the challenges 
of an interracial marriage. 

If you do make up your mind to marry 
this man, don’t wait until the last moment 
to tell your mother. Have a little talk 
with her months (Continued on Page 62) 








Blemishes* : “I’m so pleased with the way 


ae 


Noxzema helped heal my blemishes,*” says 


Carol Carter of Chicago, Ill. “Noxzema’s 








routine night and morning helps keep my Bese 3 ; bes 
complexion looking fresh and radiant.” 4 a : 


Look lovelie 








« IOdays 


vith DOCTORS HOME FAGIAL (2: 


This new, different beauty care 
helps skin look fresher, prettier 
—helps keep it that way, too! 


If you aren’t entirely satisfied with 
your skin—here’s the biggest beauty 
news in years! A famous doctor has de- 
veloped a wonderful new home beauty 
routine. 


Results are thrilling 


This new beauty care owes its amazing 
effectiveness to the unique qualities of 
Noxzema. This famous medicated beauty 
cream is a combination of softening, 
healing and cleansing ingredients. 

Noxzema is grecseless, too— actually 
washes off in water—and helps the looks 
of your skin while it cleans off stale 
make-up and dirt. 

Letters from all over America praise 
Noxzema’s quick help for dry, rough 
skin; externally-caused blemishes; and 
for that lifeless half-clean look of so 
many so-called normal complexions. 


To help your skin look fresher, pret- 
tier, start this Doctor's Home Facial 
tonight: 


Cleanse by washing your face with 

Noxzema and water. Apply Noxzema 
liberally; wring out a cloth in warm water 
and wash as if using soap. See how stale 
make-up and dirt disappear. How fresh skin 
looks and feels—not dry, or drawn! 


Night cream: Smooth on Noxzema 

to help your skin look softer, lovelier. 
Pat a bit extra over any blemishes* to help 
heal them—fast! 


Make-up base: In the morning. 

‘cregm-wash’ again; then smooth on 
Noxzema as a long-lasting powder base. It 
helps protect your skin all day! 


Noxzema works or money back! In 
clinical tests, Noxzema helped 4 out of 5 
women with skin problems to have lovelier 
looking complexions. Try it for 10 days. 
If you don’t look lovelier, return jar to 
Noxzema, Baltimore. Money k! 
*externally-caused 
Look LOVELIER OFFER: Big 85¢ 
jar Noxzema only 59¢ plus tax at drug, 
cosmetic counters. Limited time only! 


5 





YOULL CHEER, 











as your complexion grows lighter, brighter 


t’s hard to score in the game of love if 
u’re handicapped by a dark, dull com- 

plexion. But remember—wishing won’t 

lighten your skin. NADINOLA will! 


Get NADINOLA now at your drug store 
toilet counter. See for yourself what 
nillions have already proven about. its 
mnderful bleaching and clearing action. 
ee how it gives your skin that creamier, 
ighter, clearer appearance that makes 
en look at you with new interest—-and 
ises women to exclaim, “How lucky 


™_, FOR OILY SKIN 

“5 New Nadinola Deluxe 
is non-oily, 
greaseless. Lightens 
skin and lessens 
shine. 75c and $1.25 





FOR DRY SKIN 

The original, famous 
Nadinola Bleaching Cream 
is enriched with fine 
cosmetic oils. 6G0c and $1.00 


she is to have such lovely, light skin!’’ 

NADINOLA works so fast, results are 
guaranteed from just one jar! Use it tc 
lighten your complexion, to loosen black- 
heads, to make your skin feel softer 
and smoother, look clearer and lovelier. 

There are 2 kinds of NADINOLA—one 
for oily skin, one for dry skin. Both give 
you the same remarkable bleaching and 
clearing action. Both are guaranteed to 
satisfy you completely or your money 
back. Get NADINOLA right away! 


NADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 


JUST ONE JAR will make your 
complexion brighter and lovelier! 









Destga SMART 
‘LOOKING CLOTHES 


LEARN AT HOME—SPARE TIME 
Fascinating field. Design own ward- 
robe et considerable saving. Gain 
experience designing for others. It 
may lead to thrilling “aoe 
a shop of your own some Basic 

“‘learn-by-doing’”’ course under 
guidance’ of qualified teachers pro- 
vides excellent starting — for 
career. Send for free booklet Ad- 


NATIONAL SCHOOL OF pases DESION 
835 Diversey Parkway, Dept. 323: Chicage 14, eat. 
i me FREE and postbata your booklet, “‘Ad- 
1 Dress Design,’’ and full particulars. 








| WIDE SHOES — 


“Suppest Your Arch in Style” 










Widths C to EEE, Sizes 4 to 11 
Black Sued: with Red Kid Trim 
Brown Suede with Green Kid Trim 


AIR-FOAM INNERSOLE 
CUSHION-CREPE SOLE 


= “f4e 


Pestage Paid on 
Prepaid Giders 


Write for FREE Catalog 


SYD XUSHNER 


Dept. T -3 733 South Street 














Philodeiphia 47, Pa. 


NUMBERS 


By Helen Sides 


i eas NOVEMBER star courses present 

a complete change of pattern when 
compared with those of the preceding 
months. This calls for a change in one’s 
views and outlook in keeping with the 
shifting conditions. Those persons who 
are habit-bound and custom-tied, are not 
likciy to recognize these changes imme- 
diately. 

They will keep on in their accus- 
tomed grooves with the result that they 
may overlook new chances and oppor- 
tunities that exist right under their noses. 
Later on, they may wonder why they 
have not progressed as they had hoped 
and feel that obstacles have been placed 
arbitrarily in their paths. 

There are two main types of planetary 
influence during November. One is plain- 
ly manifested on the surface and can be 
evidenced from the manners and behav- 
ior of persons met in work, business or 
social life. The other is secretive—seldom 
in evidence, lurking behind the scenes, 
awaiting the proper time to appear. 

There is a tendency to procrastination 
at this time—a tendency to defer as long 
as possible any decisions or plans to be 
made, dating from the fourth to the 24th. 
Toward the end of the month, conditions 
will be more conducive to decisive ac- 
tions, and worthwhile accomplishments. 
Whether this involves obtaining or 
changing jobs, moving to new living 
quarters, buying a car or a home, the 
chances are that it will be advantageous 
to make such changes at this time. 

Knowing that this tendency exists, it 
would seem advisable for one to con- 
tinue his established procedures and not 
make any ad- (Continued on Page 58) 
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Una Mae Carlisle 





T-Bone Walker 


By Dan Burley 


ie HENRY, who managed Noble Sissle’s great band 

after Noble came out of the Army following World 
War I, has retired as boss man at Cincinnati’s famed Cot- 
ton Club. Doug is now a topnotch public accountant. . . . 
Famed Composer J. C. Johnson, whose Travelin’, Believe 
It Beloved, | Wasn’t Meant For Love and Empty Bed 
Blues are standard classics, is nearing completion of a 
Negro folk opera based on the career of legendary Tony 
Jackson, most famous of the early Chicago ragtime and 


jazz pianomen. 
000 


Dinah Washington came off the road with her own trou- 
bles only to find complications in her large West Side 
Chicago home. . . . Dinah’s pianist, Clarence (Sleepy) 
Anderson ran afoul of the cops in Atlanta and Dinah 
had to rush to Chicago to try to pick up another. . . . 
Then she found that her mother, a noted church choir 
leader, had hopped up and married a steel mill worker 
named James Kimbrough. . . . The complication: Dinah’s 
stepdad has five children and her mother also has five, 
making a grand total of 10 young ‘uns ripping around 
through the house! . . . But all’s well, Dinah says, be- 
cause “we've got a big, happy mixed family now!” 

00°90 

Piano demon Art Tatum will tell you that the 
fastest guitar player in the whole wide world is his 
former sideman, Tiny Grimes, who now has his 
own “whaling” combo. . . . Lucky Millinder quit 
hustling whiskey for Joe Louis and reorganized his 
big band because, as he says, “I had one of those 
dreams that a new big band of mine might land a 
weekly television show.” . . . His dream became 
a reality because after November, he’s signed for 
13 weeks by an agency that controls a lanolin 


product. ... 
oo 0 


Jimmy Ricks and his Ravens are contracted for over 
$45,000 worth of recordings for the 1953-54 period. . . . 
Meanwhile, an eastern booking agency is attempting to 
make a “package” deal in which Ricks and Bill Kenny of 
the Ink Spots will sing a duet on wax. 

00°90 

Duke Ellington is seriously considering a permanent 
Chicago address. Since his bookings bring him so fre- 
quently to the famed Blue Note in the Loop, Duke feels 
it wouldn’t hurt at all to have his own apartment in the 
Windy City to go along with his New York apartment on 
Harlem’s Sugar Hill. . . . Most of the established band- 
leaders and big name acts have permanent addresses in 
New York. . . . What isn’t very well known, however, is 
that Lionel Hampton, Louis (Continued on Page 73) 





AlkaSeltzer 


for 
ACID INDIGESTION 


Be wise. Alkalize with ALKa- 
SELTZER. Instant alkalizing € 
action soothes and settles 
your stomach. Feel better 
FAST with ALKA-SELTZER. 


cnd it's also FIRST AID for 
HEADACHE 

COLD DISCOMFORTS 

MUSCULAR ACHES _. 










ON DISPLAY AT 
ALL DRUG STORES 









sOTHES- PROTECTS- “RELIEVES 


BURNS - SCRAPES 
SCALDS - SIMPLE CUTS 
CHAFED SKIN 
World's Largest Seller at 10% 
Save More on 25¢ Size 
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SPECIAL ASSORTMENT! Silk, Wool, oo 
and Rayon Dresses! All sizes in good con- 
dition! PRICE INCLUDES Aki 20 DRESSES! 
NO LESS! Rush order NOW! 

20 PIECE SURPRISE ASSORTMENT—$2.98 € 
(used). Sensational bundles of clothes in- 
cludes ass’t of skirts, children's p=. pa- 
jamas, etc. Each bundle different! 

EXTRA! Ladies’ COAT or TOPPER (used) 
(up to $75 value) sent with every dress 

order for only $1. 50 additional! 


Send $1 deposit, balance COD plus postage. F 
MONEY BACK IF NOT DELIGHTED! 


BEST MAIL ORDER HOUSER 
20 Montgomery St. Dept.¥-113, N.Y. 2, N.Y. 
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; Don‘t be 
HALF-SAFE 








New Vanishing Cream —— Died 
1% TIMES MORE EFFECTIVE in Keeping 
UNDERARMS DRYVand ODORLESS 


Rub It in—Rub Odor Out... 3. Gives 1% times more security! 


Doctors’ tests prove Arrid, when used daily, 
Rub it in—Rub Perspiration Out is 14 times more effective than any other 
USED DAILY, Arrid gives you a new kind of 


leading deodorant tested. 
es yc 4. Safe for clothes. Safe for finest fabrics. 
protection from perspiration and odor— 
rubbed-in protection. Arrid, the vanishing 


5.A pure, white, stainless vanishing 
cream deodorant, now contains magic new 


cream. Safe for normal skin. 
P PERSTOP. Just rub Arrid in—rub odor out. Rub More men and women 
id in—rub perspiration out. Rub Arrid in 


fail ly for this exclusive 5-way protection: use ARRID than any 
1. Prevents the appearance of under- other deodorant! 


arm perspiration, with the super-effective 
antiperspirant action of PERSTOP. Don't be HALF-SAFE 
Use ARRID to be sure! 


43¢ 


2. Remeves odor from perspiration in- 
plus tax 


eae surely, on contact. 








LADIES' 


inl DRESSES 59° 


BIG DRESS SALE 


2 ASSORTED in Silk, Wool, Cotton & Rayon 


A ALL SIZES in Good Condition 
¥i; BUT NO LESS THAN 20 DRESSES 
6-Ry AT THIS BARGAIN PRICE 
1 gK 
& 
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fe FREE! 
d { ‘With $5.00 Onder or Move - 1 Pale of Ladies’ 
. MONEY BACK iF NOT SATISFIED. $1.00 Deposit MUSI 

A ATRIAL ORDER WILL CONVINCE YOU OF 


Lerge Sundic 
of besstifel 
new cotton 
prints, checks, 







well Satleced 
re 
you velue 
or you 
money 


RUSH YOUR ORDER TODAY! 


MAIL ORDER MART Dept. rc-2 
160 Monroe Street New York 2, N.Y. 
or ene me the following items, $1.00 deposit 






of colors an 
styles. All 
Wools, pleids 











Hose size - if Order is $5.00 of more. 











Many style» 
and patterns 
and 









State 


*No Order accepted without $1.00 deposit 
Canada & Foreign - Full Payment with Order. 
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Letters To 


JIMMY GRISSOM 

I’m writing in regard to the Jimmy Grissom 
story, “I Love Another Man’s Wife.” First I 
must say that deep down in my heart I feel 
sorry for him because I know what he’s going 
through. Once I was in love with my childhood 
sweetheart but, like Jimmy, I wanted to be 
admired and worshipped by other boys, so he 
married another girl. 

Like Jimmy, at first I had hopes and then 
I thought to myself I could never be happy to 
know | made someone hurt somebody else to 
make me happy, so I wish that Jimmy could 
find some nice girl and forget Lee. 

The reason he can’t forget her is that he 
doesn’t want to. I really wish I could talk to 
him in person for I know just how he feels. 
I realiy think the heartaches he’s having are 
God’s way of punishing him for the wrong he 


has done. 
Jeonie M. Wells 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


I am the only Negro disc jockey in Savannah, 
and since the management supplies me with 
every Negro-published magazine, for informa- 
tion’s sake, it was inevitable that I read TAN. 

Throughout the entire {pardon the expres- 
sion) story, “I Love Another Man’s Wife,” 
printed in the August issue of TAN, conceit 
seems to be the main subject, right? Right! 

It’s my opinion that you have permitted a 
still-conceited Jimmy Grissom to use your mag- 
azine for a personal love-letter. 

William “Boy” Brown 
Savannah, Ga. 


‘CRADLE SNATCHER’ 

Reading “Cradle Snatcher” in a recent issue 
of TAN I thought that I would write and con- 
gratulate you and others who have put out a 
splendid story for young men and women who 
read TAN and have a much older companion 
than themselves. 

I am a young man in the Air Force stationed 
in Alaska, and I was up against the same thing 
when I first met my wife. I am only twenty- 
eight years of age and have a wife in her early 
forties. We have been married for some time 
now and things have worked out just wonder- 
fully. 

It goes to show people that once you have 
found the right person, regardless of his or 
her age, you should stick together until the end. 

W.H.W. 
Seattle, Wash. 


MIXED MARRIAGE 

I have just finished reading the August TAN 
and I would like to answer the letter which 
the white fellow in the Air Force wrote. 

You see, | am a Jewish woman and I mar- 
ried a Negro man, which is solely my affair. 
I have had quite a hard way to go but, be- 
lieve me, | am not giving up. My daughter is 
6% years old and she is the finest brown- 
skinned child ia all Montreal. My husband 
and I are not together now but I still work and 
take care of her. 

If there were more people who would real- 
ize that everybody’s blood is red, there would 
be a lot more peace in the world today. All of 
my friends are colored and I belong to the 
colored church. They have all welcomed me 
and | am indeed proud to be their true friend. 

Mrs. Gerry Walcott 
Montreal, Canada 


“WOLVES I HAVE KNOWN’ 

This is the first time I have written about 
your fine magazine. I must say that to me TAN 
is the best because I never miss an issue. Since 
I do quite a bit of reading I always make TAN 
the first on the list. 

The story in August issue—“Wolves I Have 
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Known”—is a wonderful story to everyone to 
gain self respect. 

Carmen R. Robinson 

Christobal, C.Z. 


I congratulate you very highly on the story 
of Joyce Bryant. I think it is wonderful. I am 
a great admirer of TAN. I live for it to come 
out every month. 

When I picked this one up at the newsstand 
after seeing Joyce’s picture and reading the 
title un the cover, I said that this is one story 
I want to read because I have read so many 
stories of our famous women, and the wolves 
they have met in their lives. 

It is so good to know that there is one of us 
in the entertaining field who won’t give over 
to the wolves, and it is good to know that she 
doesn’t have to. 

Dorothy Prear 
Long Beach, Calif. 


A NAME FOR MY BABY 
I read TAN every time I get a chance and | 
think that it is a wonderful book. Over here, 
the only one we get is the one our mothers 
send to us. I just got through reading your 
June issue. I think that the story about “I 
Wanted A Name For My Baby” is the best 
because the same thing happened to me in 1953. 
Regarding the story, “Cradle Snatcher,” I 
feel that if a young man falls in love with a 
woman 40, and they are happy, that’s their 
business. - 
Cpl. George Allen 
Somewhere in Korea 


TAN IS TOPS 

I am a reader of TAN and think it’s tops. 
I want to congratulate you on “Should All 

Girl Schools Be Abolished?” 
I have been reading’ TAN over two years 
now and [ want you to keep the good work up. 
Rosia Lee Edwards 
Deatsville, Alabama 


I am a new reader of TAN and the July 
issue is my second copy. I think that it is one 
of the most interesting magazines I have ever 
read and as long as you print it, I will pur- 


chase it. 
Enos Smith 
Changuinola, Bocas-del-Toro 


I have been a constant reader of TAN ever 
since the first issue. I’ve just finished the June 
issue and enjoyed it fine. Most of all, I con- 
gratulate you on the stories “Can a Woman 
Find Love After Fifty” and “Teen Talk” by 
Jane Walters. 

Jimmy Murray 
Sordele, Ga. 


I am writing you about your wonderful mag- 
azine, TAN. I have been a reader since 1952. 
I am sorry I didn’t know about it sooner. Keep 
up the good work. I think TAN is a good book 
for the young people of today. 

Esther Mae Francisco 
Monsura, La. 


TEEN TALK 
I’ve just finished reading the August issue 
of TAN and I think that it is great. I would 
give a “million dollars” just for “Teen Talk.” 
This is just about the greatest one that has 
ever appeared in TAN. Keep the fine work up, 
it is simply great. 





Pauline Ward 
Evansville, Ind. | 


-Nou-/ Easier, surer protection for 
your most intimate marriage problem 








1. ANTISEPTIC (Protection from germs) 


Norforms are now safer and surer than ever! A highly perfected new formula 
actually combats germs right in the vaginal tract. The exclusive new base 
melts at body temperature, forming a powerful, protective film that 
permits effective and long-lasting action. Will not harm delicate tissues. 





NEW IMPROVED 
VAGINAL SUPPOSITORIES 


NORFORMS 


v TESTED by Doctors 
v TRUSTED by Women 


2. DEODORANT (Protection from odor) 


Norforms were tested in a hospital clinic and 
found to be more effective than anything it 
had ever used. Norforms are powerfully 
deodorant—they eliminate (rather than cover 
up) unpleasant or embarrassing odors, and 
yet they have no “medicine” or “disinfectant” 
odor themselves. 


3. CONVENIENT (So easy to use) 


Norforms are small vaginal suppositories 
that are so easy and convenient to use. 
Just insert—no apparatus, no mixing or 
measuring. They’re greaseless and they 
keep in any climate. Your druggist has 
them in boxes of 12 and 24. 


ALSO AVAILABLE IN CANADA 


FREE informative Norforms booklet 


- mail this coupon to: Dept. TN-311 

orwich Pharmacal Company, 
Norwich, N. Y. 

Please send me the new Norforms booklet, in a plain 

envelope. 


Name 





Address. 

















**Was I flattered when I was elected 
Miss Model Steno... The camera 
close-up for publicity shots came 
out perfect! A professional model re 
told me about Black and White 
Vanishing Cream as a make-up 
base to keep complexion looking ae 
fresh and camera perfect at all ~~ 
times. La Verne Johnson 

Homestead, Pa. 
Remove make-up with Black and White panes 
Cleansing Cream. Also soften skin with ie 
Black and White Cold Cream. 3 5¢ each. 


K Yes, you can beautify 

your complexion the 
same way professional 
models do with Black and 
White Vanishing Cream. 
It’s greaseless (can’t 
cause blackheads), actu- 
ally checks skin oiliness, 
Make-up looks fresher, 
skin feels softer. 


@ For face powder that 
clings like mist, 
lipstick that stays 
on and on, 

look for the name 
Black and White 
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JUNE PASSION 


What matter that the sun should shine 
On honeysuckle’s trailing vine 

That brimming buttercups should spill 
And splatter gold on every hill 

That splashing roses bleeding-red 
Should flow in every flower bed 

That Summer, gowned in emerald green 
Should sweep by like a jewelled queen, 
Grasshopper, cricket, flower, bee 

Or lilting bird in willow tree, 

What matter summer pageantry 

Or summer fragrance, summer sound 

If you, my love, are not around? 

But be you mine till death do part, 


Summer will live within my heart. 
—Ruth D. Gibbs 


OCTOBER DIALOGUE 


“The autumn comes too soon, my love 
The autumn comes too soon 
And in the tender dawn we still 
Recall the summer moon.” 


“Oh lover, nothing can return 
Not even summer storm, 
But under cooling skies our arms 
Will keep each other warm.” 


“The autumn comes too soon, my dove 
The grapes are crushed to wine.” 


“Oh lover never worry while 
“Your heart beats next to mine.” 
—Ruth D. Gibbs 


PARADOX 


Bold hearts tried to open 

My heart and enter in; 

Sweet words echoed round the door 

In vain, my love to win. 

You came by without a key, 

And my heart’s door opened wide, 

I heard your voice, I saw your smile, 

Then beckoned you inside. 
—Roberta Wrain 


MY ANSWER 


I cannot tell you just how much I love 
you, 

Upon my tongue the words are still and 
dead, 

Because your kisses thrill my soul with 
gladness— 

I cannot speak, so I will smile instead. 
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If you should doubt my love for you, my 
1e darling, 
Or ponder o’er my silence and my sighs, 
ll If you should ask me if I really love you 
The answer will be burning in my eyes. 
—Roberta Wrain 


en PLAYBACK 


a Sometimes I think my love for you 


Was like a restless earth-brown stallion 

Which ventured into a corral 

Unmindful of far flung fence, 

And must now wait an eternity 

Before the gate is flung wide 

To again regain the outside world. 
—Bill Smallwood 
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FUTILITY 
I can do a nocturne to match sun-down, ---If yeu let levely haircolor keep 
a I can hurl thunderbolts back at Zeus, you young and beautiful 


There’s just no doubt he’ll love 
you more if your hair shines and 
shimmers and feels soft against 


I can woo pale evening, feminine is she; 


I can straddle the highest hill, defiant, 


I can swim minus silver scales on ocean MMe hie check. Ack ‘ 

= asus . Ask at osmet he . 

I Piyd wild things at spear’s point; — counter for Godefroy’ Larieuse Ue bf a 
6 soe gmat Hair Coloring in the red box. . 


bags. aey Se — Sanne Choose from 18 flattering colors. > Larieuse 
Relive any of these things, my love! 


I can only grin foolishly. le , C ih 
—Bill Smallwood S Larieuse ame wae 
to 


GODEFROY MFG. CO. « 3510 OLIVE ST. « ST. LOUIS 3. MO. 


“How about You Mom?” 


. don’t yee want your youngsters to be full of life, 
strong, healthy? Then give ’em Scott’s Emulsion 
daily, and watch! Yes, Scott’s—the high energy Food 
Tonic—helps your children grow up strong, develop 
sound teeth, strong bones. Helps ’em have fewer 
colds too, when they lack enough Vitamins A&D. 

A “gold mine” of natural Vitamins A&D, plus 
energy building oil and added minerals! 


SCOTT’S EMULSION 
NATURAL HIGH ENERGY TONIC 








PRELUDE 


After so long a time you are unfair 

To now have reunion’s kiss rest on my 
lips 

Like old sherry! 

It should brush mine like a lone feather, 

Then settle to the disinterested earth. . . . 

But, no, my lips act the connoisseur 

Relaying to my foolish, rekindled heart 

News that you are again in my neighbor- 
hood. 

And, alas, we will again taste old wine. 

But we will take a sedative, my pet, 

Hangover repeats aren’t fun! 


—Bill Smallwood $) Train Now to Be a Practical Nurse 
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Let us show you how you can study 
STRANGE ONE Low Monthly | in your spare time to prepare for No Extra 
Strange One! Payments Time 10 finiah yt entirely on Charges 
What sort of love is this p> sre in eee. to 56. 7 
urses are greatly . gredi ave in di d. 
You burn on an altar WAYNE SCHOOL OF PRACTICAL NURSING 
As incense, MAIL COUPON TODAY 
Cc 
Then hasten off | 2505 'SHEFPIELD AVE. DESK EX-31. CHICAGO 14, ILLINOIS 
To mix Lucifer’s hot breath Please send me complete information about your course in Practical Nursing. | 
With your own? NAME PHONE AGE 
A Smalisoced RES. ADDRESS ___ CITY STATE j 
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Style Ne. 8 22 — LACY-DACY 
NYLON — Copy-catted from a 
French original many times its 











Style No. R 31 qmasing, Gay peice! Lace print 
Sizes: 32-38 flowers the bodice and new 
§°8 balloon sleeve. In all nylon 
sheer. Black lace print on 

Sizes: 40-44 white. 
738 Style Ne. & S1—ERMINE TIED 


and velvet bowed love of a 



















tailored blouse, lavishly tucked 
at collar and cuffs. Ermine 
tails accent white or gold 
rayon crepe. 





Style No. 831 — FUR FANCY 
of a wool jersey blouse, 
trimmed high and low and in- 
between with saucy mouton 
lamb. Fur pieces-are remov- 
able. Red, white, gold. 
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-” Riviera Originals, inc. ~.. 
—. 


’ 1112 Gates Ave.—Bklyn 21, N. Y. % 


\ O PREPAID ORDER. I curiae pace of 
arment ve 20¢ to cover age and handling. 
6 C.0.D. ORDER. I will posman price 
of garment plus postage a: COD. charges. 
I may return garment in 10 days if not 
$a 
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By James Goodrich 


a KITT, the bombastic song 

stylist, is as much a sensation on re- 
cerdings as she was on Broadway in the 
smash revue, New Faces of 1952, and in 
Manhattan’s Blue Angel on her initial 
nitery stint. Recently recorded on eight 
sides for a Victor album, her releases 
have literally zoomed into high favor 
with fans. 

Best received of the offerings: C’Est Si 
Bon, a sprightly ditty which the husky- 
voiced Eartha sings in French. On disc 
jockey shows around the nation, the side 
is one of the hottest favorites today. 

The new Victor album of Eartha’s styl- 
ings allows her to exhibit her tremendous 
skill as a linguist. Besides her French bit 
on C’Est Si Bon, she sings in four other 
languages: Spanish (Angelitos Negros), 
Turkish (Uska Dara), Swahili (African 
Lullaby) and English (1 Want to be Evil, 
Lilac Wine and Mountain High, Valley 
Low). Eartha handles her lyrics in the 
foreign vernaculars as well as she does in 
English. 

A new type of performer on record- 
ings Eartha has nonetheless found a huge 
audience for her varied material. And 
her popularity is increasing rapidly and 
heftily every day. She conceivably could 
become as big on records as stars like 
Rosemary Clooney, Jo Stafford and Patti 
Page. 

Behind Eartha’s appeal as a recording 
artist is a truly fascinating talent. She is 
one of the few performers working today 
who can be just (Continued on Page 79) 
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BY MRS. SATCHEL PAIGE 


t ew FIRST time I laid eyes on Satchel 

Paige I felt something jump in my 
heart and yet it’s funny, our first meet- 
ing could outwardly be called a quarrel 
or fuss. 

It was in 1940 that I met “Satch” as 
he came into the Crown Drugstore, 18th 
and Vine, Kansas City, Mo., where I 
was a clerk in the tobacco and liquor 
departments. The girl in the camera 
counter was out and I went over to wait 
on Satchel who was dressed for hunting. 

I recall that he had a rather cheap 
camera for which he wanted a certain 
kind of film. Upon examination, I told 
him that he could use most any kind of 
film in it because I had a more expen- 
sive one which used most any standard 
film. He told me that he knew what he 
wanted, and I might have inferred that 
he was like a lot of people, wanting to 
be as much trouble as possible. 

Upon his leaving, my employer, Ed- 
ward Clarke, advised me that I should 
be more polite to customers but evidently 
he didn’t know how I felt when I first 
glimpsed the tall, handsome ball player 
(and I didn’t know anything about his 
fame at the time). 


Satchel kept coming to the store, (he 
was with the Kansas City Monarchs then, 
and in town a great deal). He brought 
candy, costume jewelry on most all trips 
in, but never flowers. 

It was seven years later, in April of 
1947, on my 25th birthday that he pro- 
posed to me. He told me a few days 
earlier that he was going to give me the 
best gift I’d ever had. On the day he 
came over, he had on his coat lapel a 
sign, “Satchel Paige, the Best Man in the 
World.” He told me, “I’m giving you 
myself for keeps” and that was it. 

Before that time, however, Satchel had 
let me handle a great deal of his business 
and let me in on many of his problems. 
So I felt that our marriage would come 
in the regular order of things. So on 
August 2, 1947 we were married in Aus- 
tin, Minn., before a justice of the peace. 
A shoe shine boy, whose name I can’t 
recall was the best man. John Tate, 
driver for Satchel, was the witness. I! 
had no matron of honor. 

It was a year later that he gave me a 
wedding ring, a three-carat diamond, 
two baguettes, (Continued on Page 68) 








$ave $100- a Year 


with this New Automatic 2-in-1 


DATE 2 AMOUNT BANK 


25c a day Keeps Calendar Up-to-date 
Also Totals Amount Saved ! 


How would you like to save almost 
$100.00 a year in quarters without ever 
missing them? Would you like to have 
money for Christmas or birthday gifts, 
appliances, clothes, vacations, children’s 
education, or just for a rainy day? Most 
people never get around to saving, but 
now, with the new miracle Banclok Date 
and Amount Bank, it’s fun to save a 


quarter every day — and 
Reg. $3.50 


how it mounts up! 

HERE'S HOW IT WORKS: Mail Order 
Special 
ie 


Banclok forces you to save because 

it is not just an ordinary bank — 

it's @ perpetual calendar, too. 
Personalize 
with initials 
25Sc per Letter 





Every time you put in a quarter 
the aviomatic calendar changes 
the date. Whot's more, Bonclok 
also totals the amount you sove. 
Can be used yeor after yeor. Stort 
saving as soon as you get it. Guar- 
anteed mechanism and key. Order 2 Bancloks and 
save DOUBLE. Order now direct from moker. 
ee os oe = Mail Order foday = as a= a 
LEECRAFT—Dept. 11-T™N 

300 Albany Ave., Brooklyn 13, N. Y. 

Rush me....... Banclok Date and Amount Banks 
for 10-day trial. I'll pay postman $1.98 each plus 
C.0.D. postage (Money-Back Guarantee). 











include Initials... ...cccccccees {25¢ per letter) 
PO PD a vcsccccesccesd ocenesseseseses 
0 re ee ee es 
ee ee Zone... WMS. ...0.0 


(C) SAVE C.0.D. and POSTAGE CHARGES 

Check here if enclosing full payment with this 
coupon. Then we pay all shipping charges for 
you. (Same 10-day trial and Money-back Gvar.) 
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SATURDAY, 


lightet LL oe guile 
1S ONLY A WEEK AWAY! 


Your skin can look shades lighter, 
smoother, softer—in just 7 days! 
Use famous Black and White 
Bleaching Cream as directed and 
watch your dull, dark skin take 
on a new glow of beauty. This re- 
markable bleaching action works 
directly on the layer of your skin 
where color is regulated. Start 
your 7-day test today, enjoy new 
fun, happiness and romance. 


Costs so 
little! 
Start your 
7-day test 
today. 
35¢, 604 
at all drug 
counters. 


BLACK = AND WHITE 


BLEACHING CREAM 
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Amazing NIDEAWAY MU-YUTH & 
Have alluring curves instead of saggi 
bust. Magic laced midriff adjusts to mo id your figure. 
Enjoy sweet sixteen separation and firmness. 

LOOK SLIMMER — YOUNGER — MORE ATTRACTIVE 


. heavy wid 


Special design control cups, for maximum support 
for youthful ge eer chofe proof seams. 
bY . Exclusive, adjustable, midriff gives 
custom- made fit. Does away with 
unsightly ‘‘tires,’’ without yom | 
and discomforts. Super pre shrun 
broadcloth. 

V-shaped, elasticized 
breathe with you. 

| Sizes 34-52 Cups B, C, D $2.98. 

.— =—FREE 10-DAY TRIAL OFFER! 
The S. J. Wegman Co., Dept 
Bho Broedway, New York 3, N.Y. 
Send my “NU-YUTH” Bra by return mail. If | 
am not 100% delighted I'll send it back in 10 
days for full purchase price refund. 
How many? (2 for $5.85) 
Bust size Cup size 
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! enclose $2.98. You pay postage. 
MAME : ¥ aoul 
ADDRESS 


‘ 


| 
| 
| 
| 
l 
I 
Vo 
H 
I 
! 
4 
t 
u 





hd YOU NEVER thought the yawn- 

in’ would come when a teenager’s 
best buddy would be a squalling kiddie 
in the diaper brigade. Yet, that’s the way 
the ball bounces. Baby-sitting can pay off 
in good, hard jingle-stuff for you smart 
guys and dolls who have a few evenings 
to spare. To become junior-size capital- 
ists, you don’t need to hunt treasure with 
a witch-hazel divining rod, you can just 
listen for the lusty peal of the newest 
cherub in the block and know that it 
means dollar signs. 

After meeting the happy mom through 
your baby-sitting organization (or, if 
you know the mom, simply by calling in 
person and leaving your phone number), 
you can sit back confidently, knowing 
that ere long the weary parents will give 
you a buzz. 

In baby-sitting, though, as in any other 
business, you can be a big success or the 
most deplorable flop of the decade. The 
difference between Jean with the jingling 
money in her pockets, and Frank the 
financial failure, can be the crucial ques- 
tion of how well they know their jobs. 
Having held many a young ’un in her 
arms in her day, and being a benevolent 
old chile anyhow, Auntie Janie will pass 
on a few tips about the art. 

First off, and obviously, mothers want 
a responsible person around when they 
leave their prized possession (Junior) at 
home for a pe-em. And a bad baby-sitter 
is easy to spot. For example, if your jeans 
and shirt are dotted with the morning’s 
breakfast, mothers will wonder, “How 
can she keep little Ignatius neat, when 
she’s not clean herself?” 

Or, if you flounce into her house with 
half the teenage set in tow, she'll wonder, 
“How can she hear Lillibeth cry if she’s 
busy chewing the fat with her friends?” 
And if when mom gets home, she finds’ 

the kitchen messed up and the living 
room looking like a Texas steer romped 
through it, you can bet your last clean 
pair of bobby sox that you'll never get 





























another cue again. So, on that crucial 
first visit (and afterward, too) , look neat, 
leave the beaus and babes at the snack 
shop, and refrain from ripping the walls 
down. 

On the positive side, there are loads of 
things that a-hep baby-sitter ought to 
know before she lets maw and paw escape 
for the night. You just about have to ask 
the “who, what, when, where, why and 
how” of everything. Ask how to operate 
the stove, just in case little Ignatius needs 
some warm milk or water. Find out 
where the light switches are in his room, 
where the extra diapers and dry sheets 
and blankets are secreted, where the 
warming pans are. Write it all down, so 
there'll be no slips. 

Also on your little memo pad, put 
down the number at which the parents 
can be reached, and underneath it write 
the phone number of the family doctor 
and a neighbor who can be called in if 
there is a real emergency. 

And for safety’s sake, sneak a peek at 
the family pets, ask the mom you’re re- 
placing whether they’re of the snapping 
variety or not. Otherwise, you may join 
the tenderhearted league of lamentful 
baby-sitters who have opened the door to 
let a whining doggie in—only to find out 
that he had the wrong address, or that he 
didn’t like their company and thought 
now was the time for them to leave. 

Getting back to Iggie, find out when he 
is to be fed and when he is to be bedded, 
if he is not already tucked in. Ask mom 
whether it is OK to feed him a few min- 
utes early if he bawls that he is hungry, 
and follow her instructions to the very 
syllable. 

Your personal conduct will also have a 
lot to do with whether or not you’re in- 
vited back for another sitting session. 
Better get a good meal under your belt 
before you start, because not all parents 
are considerate enough to leave a light 
snack for you in (Continued on Page 72) 





ZeSie srs 




















Slylark: Ohignal 


Style Ne. 685 — SCENE STEALER — Style Ne. 670 — GLEAM QUEEN — 
Fashion's pet of a rayon gabardine two- Nothing more enhancing to your com- 
tone dress and coat jacket that doubles plexion, your ego, than rich rayon 
as a suit. Simple lines, artfully con- satin cut low and flirtatious with 
trived to make the most of your figure. jewel pins. For cocktails, for dining. 
give you the most for your money. for dancing this trim torso charmer 
Chartreuse and navy, beige and brown, will flatter you, your escort and the 
grey and navy. occasion. Rose, navy, peacock. 20%4-28% 
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O has 200 eo cover posmge ond handling. 

O CO.D. ORDER. | will price of 
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1 may return garment in 10 days if not satished. 
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MONEY BACK GUARANTEE! 
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” I said 


’ 


Ken 


t have to hit him. 


“You didn’t have to do that 


tearfully. 


” 


“You didn’ 





Pa 





=— 2 io x 





I went over to him and leaned my head 
against his arm. “Maybe it’s not true, 
Howard. Maybe if you talked to Ken—” 

He pulled away, horrified. “Talk to 
him! Can’t you just hear the gossips 
buzzing if they saw us together now?” 
He chewed his lip thoughtfully. “They 
might be saying things already—” 

“Oh, to heck with what people may or 
may not say,” I scoffed. “The point is, 
Ken is your friend and he’s in trouble.” 

“It’s all true, there’s no doubt about 
that. He’s got nobody to blame but him- 
self.” 

[ jabbed out my cigarette. “Well, I’m 
not going to sit up all night picking Ken 
Purdy to pieces,” I said irritably. “But if 
ever a men needed a friend tonight, that 
poor fellow does. I just assumed you 
were the logical person.” 

Howard followed me into the bed- 
room, lurching a little. He gave a coarse 
laugh. “Wait a minute, baby! You sound 





as if you think I had some special inter- 
est in—in guys like that.” 

He made a grab for me and I slapped 
his hand away. “Stop putting words in 
my mouth!” I snapped. “You knew very 
well what I meant.” 

“I’m a man—all man,” he said through 
stiff lips. 

I was too weary to argue. “All right, so 
you’re a hundred per cent he-man. Let’s 
drop it for tonight, shall we?” 

Howard studied me narrowly through 
glazed eyes. “I don’t think you’re con- 
vinced,” he said thickly. “C’mere, lemme 
give you a demonstration!” 

His arms captured me and his mouth 
cut off my protests. We struggled briefly 
and finally he pinned me down. His ca- 
resses were rough, insistent, but I re- 
sponded with an eagerness that was 
heightened by the excitement of our tus- 
sle. Our passion dissipated, Howard fell 
asleep, his lips curved into a self-satisfied 
smile. For a long time, I lay awake think- 
ing about Ken and poor Rita and telling 
myself that Howard’s obvious display of 
masculine lovemaking was his reaction 
to the unexpected news. 

The next day, while Howard was at 
work, the telephone was working over- 
?” “Some- 


time. “Have you heard .. . 
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one told me. . .” “Isn’t it a shame 

. ?”— it was disgusting the way for- 
mer friends of Ken had suddenly become 
his worst detractors. Overnight, a nice, 
likable guy was pictured as a great men- 
ace and treated like a bad case of measles. 
I tried to inject calmness and reason into 
the welter of rumors, but I guess I didn’t 
have a strong enough character to stem 
the tide of malicious gossip. 

I finished my housework and had just 
about made up my mind to defy them all 
and go visit Rita, just as if nothing had 
happened. I heard a car pull into the 
driveway beside the house, and before I 
could get to the window to see who it 
was, Howard walked in. 

“Darling, what is it?” I demanded, 
fearful that some new tragedy had struck. 
“What’s wrong, Howard?” 

“Not a thing,” he said breezily. “Can’t 
a man come home for lunch without 
creating an international incident?” 






“Of course, dear. It’s just that— Well, 
it is rather unusual.” I turned to go into 
the kitchen. “How about ham sandwiches 
and beer?” 

“Come here.” 

There was an urgent sensuousness in 
his voice that brought me up short. Slow- 
ly I turned. Howard stood there, his legs 
braced, beckoning to me with both hands. 
His eyes were hot and heavy-lidded, slid- 
ing along my body in a way that left no 
doubt about what was on his mind. | 
went to him, a delicious thrill of excite- 
ment stirring my pulse. I was in love with 
my husband and I’d always wanted him 
as much as he wanted me. 

“Got to thinking about you, baby,” he 
said in husky tones, “couldn’t wait—” 

I said, “That’s very flattering, but not 
very practical, darling.” 

Howard took me in his arms and said 
softly: “There was a time when you 
didn’t want to see me leave the house. 
Remember?” 

“But the honeymoon’s over,” I pro- 
tested. “We’re an old married couple 
now. People married five years don’t do 
this sort of thing,” I said, smiling con- 
tentedly. 

“They do if the wife is a fine chick 
like you, and the husband—” He paused 


and his eyes clouded for a moment before 
he added fiercely, “—is a man!” 

As if driven by some inner compul- 
sion, Howard began to make love to me, 
and it was this frenzied approach to 
something that had always been tender 
and sweet with us that repelled me. Even 
after five years together, Howard had al- 
ways played the role of lover, starting out 
with amorous preliminaries and allowing 
our emotions to build up to the climax, 
which we shared with the mutual passion 
and soulful oneness that is the beauty of 
married love. 

But this time, Howard had no concern 
for my feelings; he seemed bent on satis- 
fying his own physical appetite as quickly 
and as violently as possible. Afterward, 
he seemed pleased with himself; I felt 
cheap and degraded. 


} ipengel EVENING I dressed hastily for 

my weekly “night out.” A night out 
for wives had become quite fashionable 
among the couples living in Fairview, a 
free evening during which we girls had 
none of the usual household chores to do. 
We went out alone, or with friends and 
seldom did more than go to the theater 
and have a few drinks afterwards. 

Nevertheless, our husbands were hon- 
or-bound not to pry into this private part 
of our lives. I imagine, though, that the 
other wives eventually confided in their 
husbands, just as I did with Howard. 
But it gave us a wonderful sense of free- 
dom that was welcome after a week of 
catering to the egos of our men. 

But this night, Howard stopped me as 
I started on my makeup. “Where are you 
off to?” he inquired. 

I tossed him a bright, and I hoped a 
placating, smile. “Wife’s night off, dar- 
ling. Remember?” 

He lounged back on the bed. “Why 
bother?” he asked. “Let’s face it, Bess. 
You'll probably take in a Grade B movie, 
then meet one of the girls for a drink 
and spend the rest of the night seeing 
who can make the cattiest remarks about 
the most people. You'll be bored stiff,” 
he added, waving a hand in disgust. 

My hackles rose at that. Not so much 
at his words as his tone. “I’m going out 
alone,” I said evenly, “and don’t be so 
sure who I’m going to meet.” 

“What's the matter? I’m not man 
enough for you?” he demanded, his eyes 
narrowing. 

“Oh, please, Howard! Not that again. 
You’ve developed a one-track mind all of 
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a sudden,” I told him irritably. 

“You didn’t answer my question, 
Bess,” he said softly, but his voice was 
edged with steel. “Like that old song says, 
‘A good man nowadays is hard to find.’ 
I guess Rita found that out the hard 
way,” he added with a chuckle. 

I threw my lipstick into my bag and 
closed it. “You don’t have to be so ob- 
vious,” I said sharply, starting for the 
door. 

He rose quickly from the bed and 
blocked my passage. “I don’t want you 
to go, Bess,” he told me bluntly. 

“I’m sorry,” I snapped, “but I mean 
to hold you to your bargain!” I tried to 
push past him. 

Howard wrapped me in a bearlike hug 
and pushed his face close to mine. “And 
I mean to hold you to your wedding 
vows!” he grated. 

Slowly, he forced me back toward the 
bed. I stared at him ierrified, too 
stunned by his bestial behavior to strug- 
gle against him. “Howard—wait! Listen 
to me—!” I gasped, but my feeble pro- 
tests were like a reed bent before the 
storm of his brutal kisses. 

I can’t begin to describe the hurt and 
confusion that tortured my mind that 
night as I tossed endlessly, trying to fig- 
ure out the cause and the meaning of 
what had happened to us. For the first 
time in our five years of marriage, I 
was left tense and emotionally unful- 
filled. I felt I no longer knew my hus- 
band. 

In fact, I was beginning to wonder 
whether the creature snoring peacefully 
on the other side of the bed was the same 
sweet, considerate man I’d married. 

A few drinks too many, a whim to 
come home in the middle of the day and 
the sudden urge to make love—those 
excuses I’d made to myself no longer 
explained or excused Howard’s strange 
behavior. What was he trying to prove? 
I asked myself there in the darkness of 
the room. Exactly how had Ken’s mis- 
fortune affected Howard? And how 
deeply? I finally fell asleep with those 
two vital questions still unanswered. 

Life became a nightmare for me after 
that. I dreaded the thought of Howard’s 
return from work; I shrank from his 
touch and hated him when he resorted 
to brute force to sate his desire. And 
added to this was Howard’s conduct out 
in public. 

It began with his telling risque jokes 
at every party or gathering we attended. 


It was embarrassing for me to sit there 
and listen to him relate stories and recite 
poems that were fit only for stag parties 
because of their double-meaning punch 
lines. 

But even this was nothing compared 
to his subsequent behavior. He was fast 
making a reputation for himself, and a 
very unsavory one at that. He’d make 
a pass at anything in skirts and being 
so crude about it that he didn’t seem to 
care who saw hini. 

It got to the point where I was reluc- 
tant even to have my friends over be- 

ause some time during the evening How- 
imbeand corner one of 


Howard took me in 
softly: 


“There was @ time when 


the female guests. Most of them, being 
my friends, laughingly brushed aside his 
advances. A few, however, got insulted 
and I couldn’t blame them. 

Meanwhile, I learned that most of 
Rita’s friends rallied to her and she was 
getting along all right. As a matter of 
fact, she must have been doing great, be- 
cause each time I dropped by her house 
or tried to phone her, she was out. 

“Maybe you ought to call late at night 
if you want to catch her at home,” the 
housekeeper she’d acquired told me the 
last time I called. “Mrs. Purdy’s pretty 
much on the go these days.” 

Yes, Rita (Continued on Page 69) 


you 


didn’t want to see me leave the house. 























HAD AM eN)ine 
RIALS 


As the wife of a popular recording star, Letha was accustomed to 


have other women making passes at him. but when it narrowed 





down to one woman—his ex-wife—she had to do some fast think- 


ing. A newspaper story helped, too. 


[' WAS THE biggest cake the caterer was 

able to provide and all night the guests had 
been commenting on how cleverly it had been 
decorated. The design on the top of the three- 
tiered pastry was that of a phonograph record, 
and on the red frosting that represented the 
label were the words, “Happy Birthday to 
Jackie Mays.” 

The trouble was, everybody was there but 
Jackie. The officials of the record company 
that had just signed him to a new contract; his 
musician buddies; Bert Jones, his manager; 
and I, his wife. But the guest of honor hadn’t 
even bothered to phone to say he’d get home 
a little late. 

There was still plenty of liquor left and the 
food hadn’t even been served. Jackie was 
finished at the club shortly after two o'clock, 
but it was 3:30 a.m. and he still hadn’t arrived. 
The guests began to fidget and exchange 
knowing glances. 

Finally, they began to drift away, murmur- 
ing the conventional apologies. No one men- 


tioned it, but I could tell by the tone of their 
voices and the look in their eyes that they 
pitied me. 

Bert Jones, for once not his usual jovial self, 
squeezed my hand as he left and said, “I’m 
sorry, Letha. Don’t let it get you down.” 

I blinked hard to keep back the tears and 
kissed him on his pudgy cheek. Then, after 
everyone had gone, I told the caterer he could 
clear away everything. I went into the bed- 
room to have a good cry, but somehow, the 
tears wouldn’t come then. I didn’t feel sorry 
for myself any more, just numb and too tired 
to go on with the pretense of marriage to the 
famous Jackie Mays. 

I should have known better than to make it 
a surprise party, I chided myself. Not when 
I had thousands and thousands of rivals, wom- 
en from Hollywood to Broadway who were in 
love with Jackie Mays—or at any rate, in love 
with his voice. 

Of all the countless (Continued on Page 74) 
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Although known as white all her life, sexy, exotic dancer 


Jessie Young now wants to be known and booked as a Negro. 


In simple, straightforward language, she tells the reasons 


which prompted her to make this decision. 
BY JESSIE YOUNG 


I HAVE BEEN known as a white girl, 
but, more than anything else in this 
world, I want to be a Negro. 

When people hear me say this, they 
often stop to stare, mouth agape—look- 
ing at me as if I had suddenly lost my 
mind. It is incredible to them that any- 
one born white should ever want to be 
anything else but that. Be this as it may, 
I, nevertheless, was never more serious 
about anything in my life. 

People know me today as Jessie 
Young, “The Girl Who Dances The 
Blues,” but I was born Marjorie Ann 
Godin in Cleveland, Ohio, 19 years ago. 
My father was Kiernan Godin, a French 
Canadian-Indian, and my mother, Doro- 
thy, of French Canadian-English descent. 

Dad was a lumberjack and guide in 
the Canadian woods. A part of my 
early childhood was spent in Canada 
and the other part in Cleveland. My 
father had a terrible temper and some- 
times he and mother did not get along 
so well. It was on such occasions that 
she would pack her bags and, with me 
in tow, head back to Cleveland. 

It wouldn’t be long, however, before 
my father, irritated by what my mother 
had done, would storm into Cleveland, 


yank me away from her and take me 
back to Canada. During the first six 
years of my life, I spent a good bit of 
my time commuting between Cleveland 
and Canada. Few children have prob- 
ably done as much traveling at so tender 
an age. 

During the time that we lived in On- 
tario, Canada, all of my playmates were 
Indian kids. We had wonderful times 
playing in the Algonquin Park District 
and visiting each other’s homes. Some- 
how, the few white kids who were around 
never appealed to me or I couldn’t get 
along with them. But the Indian kids, 
who seemed to live a comparatively 
carefree existence, appealed to something 
in my inner nature. 

I suppose that this marked the be- 
ginning of what was eventually to be- 
come an all-consuming passion with me 
—a love for persons with skins darker 
than mine. Fortunately for me, I have 
what I like to call an olive complexion 
and blue-green eyes. If I had a chalky 
white skin I would consider myself most 
unfortunate. 

From time to time, I have been told 
that I am beautiful—an opinion with 
which I hesitate to agree—although I 
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Jessie says that she cannot understand why so our home. My mother had remarried— 










































much fuss has been made over her decision. In this time an Irish-American real estate : 
the light of her past experience, she says, she “agit re we were a. in = om Ps 
. * e called an upper middle-class neigh- 
couldn't do otherwise. borhood. Mother wasn’t home when we fi 
got there, so we played games, read = 
books and were having a grand old time H 
when she came in. ' 
She greeted me warmly, but I noticed = 
t consider myself unattractive. I early days in Cleveland were the best her expression change suddenly when = 
feet 44% inches tall, weigh 130 days of my life. she saw who my playmate was. | shall 
have a 36-inch bust, 26-inch Prejudice was something entirely un- never forget the look on her face. It was sk 
t and 37-inch hips. People tell me known to me, although I suppose that a mixture of horror, scorn and utter dis- " 
have the facial features of my I actually am guilty of being prejudiced gust but it did just the opposite of what | he 
who, incidentally, died whenI was against whites and prejudiced towards she expected it to do. It made me more ~ 
‘ x years old. colored people. After all, you are either determined than ever that I would never I 
fter his death, we went to Cleveland for or against something and nothing consent to have her pick my friends for ° 
permanently. I am an only child that I saw in the white world, even in me or to rule my life. at 
ke many such children, I developed grade school, made me feel very proud After my young visitor had gone, my ia 
: spoiled brat. Maybe if I had had _ of being a white person. mother gave me a severe tongue-lashing, _ 
brothers or sisters, I would have I don’t know how much Indian blood _ telling me in no uncertain terms that | wi 
out to be a different person. As runs in my veins, but whatever the was never to repeat what I had done. C 
| have a quick temper and little amount, I have always been known and Negroes were my inferiors, she told me, le 
e with people who straddle issues accepted as a white person. I guess it and under no circumstances were they th 
take a long time to make up’ was an experience I had when | was in_ to be treated as social equals. From fr 
ninds. junior high school that first made me _ that day until now, my view has been ™ 
\lthough we lived in an all-white aware that there were such things as just the opposite. “ 
hborhood in Cleveland, I never racial differences. Somehow, I had al- Up to this time, I had had a rather ol 
ed to be able to get along with the _ ways looked inside a person for the quali- high regard for my stepfather, but when le 
kids. | made friends with Negro ties I sought rather than at his skin he agreed with my mother after she had 
kids much easier and they, in turn, coloration. told him what happened, I lost respect . 
ed to warm up to me in a big way. One day after school, I brought one for him, too. omy 
[ suppose, as I look back, that those of my Negro schoolmates—a girl—to I had what is probably my first love . 
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Sultry, bosomy Jessie finds that sun bathing is just the thing In night club dressing room, after donning scanty fringe costume me 
to give her skin the olive tone that she desires, visits the beach used in her shake dance routine, Jessie combs out shoulder-length ” 
whenever she gets the opportunity to do so. black tresses before getting cue to go on stage. - 
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affair when I was in the seventh grade. 
I was crazy about dancing and ice skat- 
ing—even looked forward to a profes- 
sional career in one or both of these 
fields. Every chance I got, I went skat- 
ing. There was a Negro boy named 
Harold—I can remember only his first 
name—who used to thrill me by his 
amazing ability to cut intricate figures 
on the ice. 

Harold agreed to help me with my 
skating and before long I was admiring 
not only his skating ability, but the way 
he looked, talked and acted when I was 
around. Harold was in his late teens and 
I was not quite thirteen but he gave me 
a queer feeling inside whenever I looked 
at him. Call it puppy love or whatever 
you will, but I was in love with Harold. 

I am sure that he liked me, too, for 
when my mother used to take me to 
Canada in the summer, he would write 
letters to me. When mother found out 
that the letters that I was receiving were 
from a Negro, she burned all that I had 
saved and intercepted all others that 
came. Since I did not remember Har- 
old’s address which he had put on all his 
letters, I could not get in touch with him 
and when I finally returned to Cleveland, 
I found that he had moved, either to an- 
other section of the city or out of town. 
I never saw him again. 

When I went to Cleveland Heights 
High School, I thought that maybe things 
would be different there, but I ran into 
the same patterns. I never seemed to be 
able to make friends with my white 
schoolmates, although I really made an 
honest effort. It was just no go. My 
Negro schoolmates, on the other hand, 
seemed so warm, relaxed and easy-going, 
that I had no trouble at all in making 
friends with them. 

While I was careful not to face the 
chance of insulting any of them by tak- 
ing them to my home, I visited their 
homes frequently, went to shows and 
parties with them and, in general, had 
fun galore. 

You can believe me when I say that 
whenever I was around other white peo- 
ple, I seemed to freeze up—and I still do. 
Outside of business relationships, I can 
truthfully say that I have never had any 
white friends. 

When I was in the tenth grade, I quit 
high school. The summer before, I had 
attended a ballet school, addressing en- 
velopes by hand to earn the money to 
pay my tuition. During the school term, 


I had done some ice skating on Wednes- 
days and Saturdays between periods of 
the professional ice hockey games. Some 
of the money for my skating lessons 
came from my maternal grandmother, 
who somehow seemed to understand me 
and my ambitions much better than my 
mother. 

My first job after quitting school was 
dancing in a burlesque house in Toledo. 
I had been offered a job as a skater with 
the “Holiday On Ice” show but I would 
have had to go to South America, so I 
turned it down. My mother and step- 
father had moved to a house out ip the 









suburbs but because of the frequent 
arguments we used to have, I found my- 
self more and more wanting to stay some 
place else. 

The job that I took in burlesque, while 
it didn’t last long, did something else 
for me—something of a more far reach- 
ing nature. It brought me in contact 
with a person who became one of my 
best friends—a person who has had a 
lasting effect upon my career in show 
business. I met Queenie Buckner, a 
Negro dancer who took a motherly 
interest in me (Continued on Page 59) 


Wearing costume used in 
exotic dance number, Jessie 
executes one of its tortuous 
movements. 





























Te =a “I want a woman, Mae! Exciting—ripe for 


ee love—a woman like you!” 














In the city, Mae had been used to running 


away when the game of love got too intense, but in 


a small town she found the rules were different. 


T HE QUICKEST way for a woman to 
lose her man is to brag about him to 
other women; sing his praises and extol 
his charms. If she’s lucky enough to 
have a good man—and they’re as rare as 
frog’s hair!—the worst thing she can do 
is to make him sound attractive to other 
females, even her best friend. 

I thought of this as Cathy went on rav- 
ing about her Bill, “the most wonderful 
guy in the world,” as she’d said time and 
again. The funny thing about it, I was 
beginning to believe her. 

We were in the lounge of the office 
building of the printing firm Cathy and 
I worked for, taking our afternoon rest 
period. About half a dozen girls from 
other floors sat around eyeing her envi- 
ously as Cathy flashed the engagement 
ring Bill had given her. 

“Gee!” exclaimed a girl from the 
bookkeeping department, “if I had a man 
like that waiting for me, I’d grab the 
first train back home, without stopping to 
pack!” 

I'll bet you would! I thought to my- 
self. She was a mousy-looking blonde 
with a colorless plain-Jane face. 

Cathy was too sweet to express such a 
catty remark. She said, “That’s exactly 
what I’m going to do, Gerta! This is my 
last week here. Friday night I'll be 
heading upstate, and I don’t care if I 
never see the city again.” 


The girls sighed and shared her hap- 


piness and Cathy was such a nice kid | 
didn’t have the heart to make the cynical 
kind of comment they had come to expect 
from me. Gloria, the other colored girl 
who had been hired after Cathy and I 
broke the ice, glanced at me and said: 
“How are you going to get along without 
your roommate, Mae? I don’t imagine 
it'll be so easy finding another girl to 
share that expensive apartment of 
yours.” 

“Don’t worry about me, honey!” I 
snapped, irritated by the tone of her 
voice. “I'll get along.” 

“I’m sure you will,” Gloria retorted. 
“As long as there’s a man around 
who—” ; 

Cathy cut in quickly to head off the 
open clash the two of us were heading 
for. “Guess what?” she said laying a 
hand on my arm. “I’m trying to con- 
vince Mae to come home with me!” 

Gloria stared at her. “It’s all right to 
be nice, Cathy, but you’re running it in 
the ground! Taking a glamor girl like 
Mae up to that small town would be like 
letting a tiger loose in a kindergarten!” 

“Gloria!” Cathy gasped. “What a 
thing to say!” 

“It’s true!” Gloria insisted. “Why 
I wouldn’t let Mae- within five miles of 
any man | was interested in.” 

I gave her an icy smile. “Have you 
ever been that close to a man, darling? 
Any man?” 


“Girls, girls!” said one of the file 
clerks, “let’s get back to work before 
someone says something real catty.” 

Of course, both Gloria and I had our 
claws already bared and the laugh 
caused by that remark sort of eased the 
tension. Cathy slipped her arm through 
mine and we went out to the elevator. 

“You will come with me, won’t you, 
Mae?” she implored as we rode up to 
the fifth floor. “Don’t pay any atten- 
tion to what Gloria said. That’s just 
sour grapes and all the girls know it. 
She’s jealous of your looks and your 
popularity.” 

“Gloria doesn’t worry me in the least,” 
I assured her, “but she was right about 
one thing—you are too trusting. Don’t 
trust anybody—and that includes me!” 

“Don’t be silly, Mae! You're my best 
friend,” she said loyally as we went back 
to our comptometer machines. 

Later, during a lull, Cathy said; 
“You'd love it up there, Mae. It’s so 
peaceful and quiet. The change would 
do wonders for you.” 

I knew that she was thinking about 
the hectic life I led, the gay parties and 
the long, fun-packed weekends. “If you 
keep making it sound so attractive I’m 
liable to quit this rat race and take. you 
up on that offer,” I laughed. 

“T wish you (Continued on Page 63) 
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Dancer Harold Nicholas, ex- 
husband of movie star Dor- 
othy Dandridge, has nothing 
against marriage, but ex- 
plains why he prefers to re- 


main single a while longer. 


BY HAROLD NICHOLAS 


i F | HADN’T messed up myself, I would 

today still be the proud husband of 
movie and night club star Dorothy Dan- 
dridge 

Instead, I am a bachelor. 

Many people have asked me over the 
last five years: “Harold, when are you 
going to get married again?” 

[ tell them: “I don’t know, honest, I 
don’t. Maybe I'll never get married. This 
business of being a bachelor isn’t bad at, 
all. | was married once and it didn’t 
work out. Perhaps I’m not cut out to be KS 
a husband.” id 

[In my marriage to Dorothy I had } 7 
verything any man could want. Yet 
wasn’t satisfied during those six y 
from September, 1942, to 1948. Othe: 

r would not have done what I d 
to bring them to an end. During 
years, | had all to myself the most wo 
derful woman in the world. Dorothy’s 
was just then flowering into the 












be aul 


is still of that clean-cut type most men 
admire in the woman of their dreams. 
Dorothy could cook, keep house, hold 


wonderful loveliness of her today. She — 





intelligent conversation, entertain, in- | 


spire, and at the same time, make good 
in her own career. 
Now that I’ve lost her, I miss her. She 


was everything a man could hope for in _ 


a woman. 


Well, I suppose that’s life. When you 
have the pot of gold in your hands you © 


sometimes trade it for what the other 
fellow has. Often it turns out that what 
he has is only sawdust. I’m not married 
to Dorothy Dandridge any more. We 
are divorced. She has gone her way. I 
have stumbled about on my own. Maybe 
the happiness and contentment of yes- 
terday may come back to me. Maybe it 
won't. But who can tell a man what kind 
of dreams he should have? 

Now that I’m a bachelor, I’m going to 
remain one as long as I can. Maybe for 
a run-of-the-show engagement. There 
are certain things about being a bach- 
elor that grow on you as the years pass 
by. I often talk about it with my brother, 
Fayard. He’s not only my brother—he’s 
my father, my best pal and everything 
else a real gone older brother should be. 

Fayard wants me to get married and 
settle down like he is. He’s married to a 
beautiful, highly intelligent girl and they 
have two small boys. They live, when 
we are at home in California, in a com- 
fortable house they own. They entertain 
and have a lot of fun. 

But I have too much fun being a bach- 
elor to spoil it right now by jumping up 
and getting married. 

I like to know that I can go and come 
as I please without having to explain why 
to some one. 


I like to know that I have no strings 
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I like, furthermore, to feel that what I 
do or want to do is nobody’s business 
but my own and that as long as I don’t 
hurt anybody, I am right in wanting to 
be this way. 

That’s why perhaps I am not the hus- 
band of Countess Nita Dova. 

I met her when Fayard and I were 
dancing in Italy in 1949. She was per 
forming in an all-star revue with us. Nat- 
urally she and I were in frequent contact 
with one another. 

The fact that she was a Czechoslo- 
vakian countess who lost her vast hold- 
ings in that country when Hitler, and 
later Stalin, took over, wasn’t what origi- 
nally attracted me to her. Titles are a 
dime a dozen in Europe. That a woman 
of royal blood was appearing in a show 
was no great nor odd incident. At first, 
I thought the title to be phony for we 
folks in show business hear so many 
stories: This trapeze artist is kin to the 
duke of something or other; that bare- 
back rider was a Yukayukan prince. 
Names and background to build up an 
act form a part of a press agent’s busi- 
ness. It’s part of the game in selling the 
public the idea that an act has a colorful 
history. Actually, most of us are ordi- 
nary men and women with unusual tal- 
ents off which we try to make a living. 

But Nita Dova was the real thing. Not 
only did she have her royal genealogy— 
that’s what they call it, I’m told—written 
in the records of the social registries of 
the big European capitals, but she was 
every inch the lady born to the purple. 

Although she was white, that had 
nothing to do with my falling in love 
with her. I consider myself of the mod- 
ern generation. I don’t believe that black 
must marry black and white marry white 
until the end of time. God didn’t plan it 
that way, so why should I promote some- 
thing I don’t believe in? 

To me, a woman is a woman, no mat- 





Harold (left) receives congratulations from brother Fayard following former’s marriage 
to movie star Dorothy Dandridge in 1942, while Fayard’s wife, Geraldine, beams her 
approval. Couple was divorced in 1948 and neither has remarried. They remain friends. 
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Although they are divorced, Harold still refers to Dorothy Dandridge as the “most won- 
derful woman in the world—everything a man could hope for in woman.” Close friends 
have expressed hope that couple may some day settle differences and remarry. 
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t her race or color. Whether I 
lon’t like her is what counts. In 
rt, but busy life, I’ve met and 
ound with women of both races. 
know—maybe I might eventually 
a white girl. Perhaps I won’t. It 
s upon the woman and what she 
)ffer. More so, it depends on 
I ever decide to ditch my bach- 
1 again. 
caused me to go all the way for 
the fact that in her I found the 
to my standards for a woman. 
e’s got to be pretty, yes, beauti- 
n she’s got to be intelligent—not 
irroom intelligence,” but the well- 
knowledge of life that comes 
perience. 
he’s got to be interested in me. 
kind of interest you find in 
xers chasing after a headline at- 
but the interest that comes when 






Brothers and singer-dancer Eartha Kitt alight from 
/urnberg, Germany, where they and other members of 
ompany put on show for U. S. occupation troops. 


While his name has been linked romantically with those of 


many beautiful women, Harold finds that being a bachelor 


somebody wants to know you better, to 
share things with you, to give as well as 
take to keep a friendship alive. 

All these requirements Nita more than 
filled. Slim, beautiful, elegant, vivacious, 
she lifted me out of the life of an enter- 
tainer into a world I had always longed 
to be in. There was no question of race 
nor color in this relationship. There were 
things to talk about, things to do that 
had nothing in them about “problems” 
and other headaches. Each time we were 
together it was a new experience for me 
for I learned things about life from her. 
I thought I knew how to live. I didn’t. 
She taught me. 

I fell head over heels in love with her. 
I am convinced today that she was also 
in love with me. 

Those were wonderful days. There 
were times when | felt I wasn’t really 
Harold Nicholas but somebody else given 





isn’t so bad after all, wonders whether he was really cut out 


to be a husband. 


the world in his lap to play with and in 
it, one of its most beautiful women for 
a lover. There were rides along the 
Italian countryside; dinner in quaint 
little restaurants; dancing in exclusive 
night clubs. 

Because Nita and I were so insep- 
erable, the romantic-minded Italian and 
French newspapermen and columnists 
spread it around that we were either 
married or engaged. 

But we didn’t mind that at all. We had 
often talked marriage and although I 
made no formal proposal, we considered 
ourselves more or less engaged. In fact, 
Fayard was so sure I was going to marry 
Nita that he took some steps toward ar- 
ranging the wedding. 

I would like to mention at this point 
that I doubt whether I could have been 
in such a situation as this were Nita and 
I romantically involved in the United 


ed 


Singing star Johnny Ray embraces Nicholas Brothers after congratu- 


lating them on their show-stopping performance in New York night 
club revue in which all three were featured performers. 
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States. Not that I’m one of those Negroes 
who runs around talking about how 
much freedom there is for those not 
white in Paris, Rome or London. It just 
happens that American white people 
haven’t moved forward in the way they 
think about interracial love affairs as 
those in Europe. 

For this reason, I guess, my affair with 
the countess was treated in the same way 
it would have had we been of the same 
race and color. Once in a while, we got 
stares, but these were usually from as- 
tonished Americans who brought with 
them their objections to racial intermin- 
gling to Rome and elsewhere on the con- 
tinent. Nita never could understand why 
people should stare at us. I didn’t try to 
explain it to her. Why should I? 

I am not Nita’s husband today be- 
cause she, herself, woke me up in time. 
I admit I was on the way, for no matter 
what a man’s philosophy may be in life, 
there are always things or circumstances 
that might make him forget to the place 
where he might do something he will re- 
gret the rest of his life. 

While Nita had everything that most 
women would give half of their souls to 
possess—beauty, charm, education, back- 
ground, talent—she also had a more than 
liberal dose of something else: Jealousy. 

That was what got me out of a possible 
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STAGE—IN PERSON 


marriage to her. She is four years 
younger than I. That was all right with 
me. But she was always on edge over 
fancied things and rumors that connect- 
ed me with other women. 

Not that any of these things were 
wholly true—I’m human, after all, and 
being a man, I’m not going to commit 
myself to the point where I'll say I will 
never look at another woman. But I am 
also not that type of man who can carry 
on several love affairs at once. I get so 
wrapped up with one woman that I don’t 
have time to chase after others. 

Nita’s jealousy wasn’t based on a whim 
or a mood of the moment. Nor was it 
something that could be cured by show- 
ing her everything or telling her the 
truth. That I did, but she wouldn’t be- 
lieve me. No matter how many times I 
denied her accusations or went all out to 
prove the rumors to be false, she per- 
sisted in being suspicious whenever | 
was out of her sight. 

She accused me of infidelity at almost 
every turn. Any woman who “looked 
good,” whether I knew her or didn’t, 
stood a good chance of being my “lover 
on the side.” Today, I sort of wish this 
had been true in the case of some I saw. 
With Nita, however, it made little differ- 
ence, so long as it was a woman who 
might look at (Continued on Page 56) 
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Rare photograph shows Harold with 
Countess Nita Dova, beautiful Czechoslo- 
vakian, to whom he was reported engaged. 








Although the rain falls in torrents, crowds queue up all around New York’s Roxy Theatre where the dancing Nicholas Brothers 
share top stage show billing with singer Carmen Miranda. Crowds such as this can be expected wherever the brothers appear at 
theatres or in night clubs. They have been in show business for over 20 years and are as well known abroad as in U. S. 
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ght,” Myrtle said. “Your Jimmy Hamilton is 
my son!” 











MY BROTHER 


Although told that she could never marry Jimmy because he was actually her half-brother, 


Peggy refused to give up hope and then a family friend gave Cupid an assist. 


i. ews TIMES in ten, a girl is at her 
happiest after her man has pro- 
posed, she’s said “yes,” and they’ve 
sealed the mutual promise, the real mar- 
riage ceremony, with a kiss. Usually the 
girl leaves her man walking on air, her 
heart singing love songs in crescendo, 
her sky all blue, her future chock-full of 
flowers and sweetness and ecstasy. 

Usually a girl starts dreaming of kids 
and the pitter-patter of little feet, of a 
cozy little home, of cooking and cleaning 
and loving that man who’ll truly be hers 
the moment the preacher says those un- 
changing but everlastingly important 
words and she and her man have re- 
sponded ix joyous, if choke-throated, “I 
do’s.” 

It was not <o with me. When the time 
came for me to tell mother that Jimmy 
had proposed and I had accepted, I was 
scared. Oh, I loved Jimmy and I wanted 
to marry him in the worst way; I’d al- 
ways loved him and countless nights I’d 
dreamed of having him to hold ’til death 
did us part. I had dreamed all the 
dreams and lived all the moments so 
many times that I thought I knew how 
our life together would come out, all the 
way to final paragraphs, periods, com- 
mas, and exclamations. 

But I also knew that mother had a 
deep-rooted, unexplained dislike for Jim- 
my; she’d let me know it, and let him 
know it, in so many petty ways over the 
years of our friendship and eventual love 
that finally Jimmy and I had been forced 
to hide our happiness, to carry on a se- 
cret affair, to snatch our romantic mo- 
ments like a kid robbing a cookie bin. 

It wasn’t the best way, but it was the 
only way, and we took it, for our love 
was true and we knew in our hearts that 


we were right and mother was wrong. 
She had no reason to dislike Jimmy; she 
had no reason at all to forbid me to see 
him. Yet she did. 

Despite all of that, Jimmy was a gen- 
tleman where mother was concerned. He 
felt that we should give her a final 
chance, that before we were married we 
should go to her and seek her approval. 
I was dead-set against it. 

As we talked it over the night he pro- 
posed, I said: “She’s stubborn, Jimmy. 
I know her too well. Let’s elope. I'll 
marry you tonight, if you want me to. 
Then, there'll be nothing she can do 
about it.” 

But I couldn’t convince Jimmy that I 
was right. 

“Peg,” he said, “let’s save that as our 
last resort. I wouldn’t want to do any- 
thing you might regret later—” 

“T’ll never be sorry—” 

“I know—I know how you feel, Peg. 
But I guess it’s the way I’m made up. I 
like to give everyone a chance. We'll go 
to your mother and tell her the story, 
like grown-ups. Then if she doesn’t see 
it our way . . . well, we'll consider our- 
selves free, 21, and—” 

I realized then that we’d have to do it 
Jimmy’s way, with one exception: 

*7’ll talk to her,” I said. 

“We both—” he began. 

“No,” I said. “If you went with me, 
we wouldn’t stand a chance. I’m her 
daughter ; let me talk to her first. Maybe 
I can show her that there’s no use stand- 
ing in our way because we're going to 
be married, whether she likes it or not. 
Maybe I can shame her into giving us 
her blessing.” 

Jimmy shook his head doubtfully. “I 
wonder if that’s the right way—” 





“It’s the only way,” I said. “Anyhow, 
if it doesn’t work, I’ll think of something 
else. Only let me face her alone, first.” 

“Okay,” he said, “but I still think two 
heads might be better than one.” 

“Not,” I said, “when the executioner 
has an ax as sharp as mother’s.” 

And so, the moment came. Mother and 
I sat in the living room of our comfort- 
able home on Linden in Memphis. The 
radio played softly as she busied herself 
on the sofa, knitting a sweater. I sat in 
a stuffed chair across the room, faking 
with a newspaper, my eyes watching her. 
She must have been beautiful, | thought. 
I studied her features—the stately, regal 
figure of middle-aged womanhood; the 
finely-chiseled nose, the full mouth; the 
smooth black hair, still soft as down and 
hanging to her shoulders in beautiful 
curls. I had that to thank my mother 
for, I realized. She’d given me good 
looks. She was lucky for me that way. 
But what had happened to her? 

For the thousandth time, that thought 
clouded my mind. I kept asking myself: 
what had happened to this lovely woman 
to change her from the gay blade I’d 
heard she was into a bitter, unromantic, 
selfish old woman at 45. Why hadn’t 
she married again? Surely, with her 

looks, position and money—father had 
left us a good funeral business—she 
would have had no trouble finding love 
again. But she hadn’t; I guessed it was 
too late now. 

Mother’s eyes lifted from her knitting 
to meet mine. I tried to break off my 
gaze, to go back to my newspaper, but | 
couldn’t do it. She had sensed that I was 
watching her, and wondering about her. 
There was little (Continued on Page 46) 
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T WAS EARLY one Sunday morning, a little more than a 
year ago. Rod Simpkins, my second husband, and I had 
just gone to bed in our Los Angeles home after returning 
from a Saturday night party at a friend’s place over in Pasa- 
dena. It was one of those times when the bed felt like a 
resting place in heaven and I was so glad to be in it I didn’t 
care if I never got up again. Both of us were still slightly 
under the influence of the party’s gaicty (Tom Collinses, to 
be specific), Rod more so than I. 
The best way to describe it, I guess, is to say that we were 
still a bit nellow, which is a way I liked to feel ever so often. 


But when Rod turned in bed and caressed me, his warm 
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Jr. He’s going to be quite a man.” 
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“Come on over,’ | said:to Rod, “and meet Rod, 
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Shocked by the discovery that he could never be a father, 
Rod sought to brush off Helen’s insistent pleas for a baby 


and then a friendly physician showed him how. 


breath tingling my ear as he said, “I love you, Helen,” I 
flinched. I didn’t understand why, but I just didn’t want 
him as he wanted me. 

There was no thrill to the touch of his hand, no hot desire 
welling up from the depth of me, no response of love, as Rod 
had every right to expect from a true wife, and as I, his mate, 
was duty-bound to give. 

I didn’t want it that way; I wanted to be sweet to Rod; but 
there was a barrier. I couldn’t honestly give myself to love 
play, and I didn’t want to be a hypocritical wife. There was 
something agonizing about the way Rod asked, “What’s the 
matter, baby? Don’t you feel like a little loving?” 
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Not tonight, Rod. I—” 
But why?” 
| tried to tell a little white lie. “I guess 
| had a few too many.” 
Rod didn’t buy it. “Aw, Helen,” he 
said in an annoyed tone, “why don’t you 
ut it out? Almost every night now, 
you’ve got some kind of excuse. One 
1ight you’ve got a headache. The next 
you're just tired. Now, we’ve been out 
and had a fine time; it’s Sunday morn- 






a child. And, like a spoiled queen who 
has everything and doesn’t know when 
to stop asking, that was what I wanted 
most. Marriage without a child, to me, 
was no marriage at all. / had to have a 
child! 

I didn’t always want to admit it to 
myself, but I knew the reason for this 
burning, in-grown, desperate desire for a 
child. What made it so cruel was that 
it had nothing at all to do with Rod; it 


As a husband, Rod had, with one excep- 






tion, provided Helen with everything a wife 





Could desire. but somehow it had never 






dawned on him why he had failed in that. 


ing, we can stay in bed as long as we 


want to; we’re both feeling good, or 
we re suppose to be, and you tell me, ‘Not 
tonight, Rod.’ What kind of a man do 


you think I am?” 
Before I realized what I was saying, I 
blurted out: “That’s just what I’m be- 


ginning 


g to wonder?” 


jay that again!” 
[ said that I’m beginning to wonder 
what kind of a man you are. We've been 


married 18 months now, and what’s it got 


What’s it supposed to get us that it 
hasn’t?” Rod asked in a vocal challenge. 
\ baby, for one thing,” I said. 
Rod’s hands fell away from me, he 
turned and | knew he was getting angry, 
for we had discussed this subject several 
times before. 
“A baby! A baby! That’s all you 
r talk about. Why don’t you give us 
time Some people are married for 


before they have a baby. And 


But, Rod, we’re a normal married 
uple, and we want a baby. At least I 


[here were to be times when I wished 
that | had been drunk that night, drunk 
enough not to think, not to talk; drunk 
enough to give myself in wild abandon, 
1s would a young chippee out for a thrill. 
Why did I have to be such a stick-in-the- 
Rod was a good husband; he 
loved me; he had a good job selling in- 
surance; he didn’t play around with 
other women; he had scrimped and saved 
to buy our neat little stucco bungalow on 
the west side of town. 

He had done everything a husband was 
supposed to do—except be the father of 
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had all begun when I lost my first hus- 
band, Jim, and our little boy, Jim, Jr., 
in a tragic auto accident seven months 
before I married Rod. 

Life hadn’t been worth living after 
that. I cursed the fate that took my 
beautiful little boy, who was just two 
years old, and left me alive. Although 
I must have known it wasn’t his fault 
(for the police had blamed the truck 
driver for running through the stop 
signal that afternoon as Jim, Jim, Jr., and 
I were on our way to a super-market), 
I blamed Jim for careless driving. 

In my senseless anger, near-killing 
despair, and deep agony, I cursed my bad 
luck, sought to bring down the wrath of 
God on my head so | could take my right- 


‘ful place in Hell, nearly went crazy with 


grief, and almost insane from loneliness. 
I would have committed suicide except 
that I never quite had the nerve. 

It’s a funny thing to want to die so 
much (I had come out of the accident 
with a few scratches!) and still want to 
live so badly. The desire to die after the 
accident was a very real thing, I thought; 
but the involuntary desire to keep on 
living was stronger. That desire, plus 
time, and the appearance of Rod as my 
savior, was what had kept me living. But, 
now, as I lay in bed beside my second 
husband, it seemed that all life was one 
great illusion; my savior was no savior 
at all. 

He was an empty, powerless jester, put 
here on earth by some diabolical power 
to dog me, and dog me, and dog me, to 
raise my hopes then dash them against 
the rocks of disappointment until I, un- 





able to stand the torture longer, curled 
up and died. 

I lay there in bed and tried to piece 
my life together; for the thousandth 
time, | tried to find the answer. 


IM AND I had been happy together. 
We had been married in Little Rock, 
our hometown, before Jim was called by 
the Army. After he had been drafted 
and sent out to a California camp, I de- 
cided that life in Little Rock was un- 
bearable without him, so I moved to Los 
Angeles and took a job as a hotel clerk. 
Luckily, Jim wasn’t sent overseas, so I 
was able to see him fairly often. And 
those were glorious times, filled with love 
and laughs and complete happiness. 

Jim cut a handsome figure in his uni- 
form, and I was so proud to show him 
off at the house where I lived with a 
middle-aged couple. When I heard other 
women doubt that their husbands were 
remaining true while in service, I felt 
another jolt of pride, for I knew that Jim 
loved me and me only and that he would 
never look romantically at another wom- 
an. And when I heard Army wives com- 
plain about how dreary life was without 
a husband, then try to justify their cut- 
ting out, I was proud of myself. 

I had no desire at all to call any of the 
plays offered me by male hotel guests 
who persisted in leaning over my counter 
to tell me how cute I was and how much 
fun “we” could have together. “You 
only live once,” one of the guys told me, 
and thought that was a good line. He 
didn’t know how very much I was living, 
just being in love with Jim. 

He wouldn’t have understood how de- 
liriously happy I was when I learned, 
shortly after Jim had been in town on a 
brief furlough, that I was pregnant. I 
got on the long-distance telephone and 
told Jim the good news. I thrilled to my 
toes and I heard him shout mixed joy 
and surprise. Life took on a new glow 
for both of us that night. 

In due time, the baby—a six-pound, 
nine-ounce boy I named Jim, Jr.—was 
born, my husband had his discharge, 
then a job at the main post office, and we 
set up housekeeping in a small Los An- 
geles apartment. Those were the days! 
If Heaven was better, I didn’t care; I 
couldn’t have been happier had I lived in 
a house of (Continued on Page 80) 
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f= November Is 
,) Feast Time 


. 
‘ - ae ive MONTH OF November is synonymous with har- 
? é vest and Thanksgiving, and no matter how much 
pee: everyone gripes and complains all the year, there is 
always something to be thankful for at this time. 

There is nothing like the feeling of security which 
comes when harvest days are over and the pantry is full, 
the cellar well stocked, and life is worth living. New 
recipes for tasty old dishes will add pep to any menu, 
and there is always a wide variety of fowl, vegetables 
and fruits available to whet the appetite of everyone. 

Here are some new ideas for preparing the holiday 
bird, in fact, the entire Thanksgiving meal, that are 
bound to add new zest to the enjoyment of the holiday. 
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Kitchen, seen from the breakfast nook, shows modern serving bar, 
ample cabinet space with all modern electrical appliances. Cabinets 
are gray, walls and ceiling lemon yellow, with touches of red. 





grooved wood, floor is white asphalt tile 
and walls are oxblood red. Furniture is 
wrought iron with foam rubber cushions. 


Dining area is off living room with built-in breakfront china 
cabinet, Furniture is simple modern in blond wood and light- 
ing is indirect. Louvered doors close off the room. 


California Modern 


Has 


HE CALIFORNIA home of Dr. and 
Mrs. Thomas Griffin is a perfect ex- 
ample of the West Coast’s simple ele- 


gance of modern architecture. Built to 


suit their needs, the home is two stories, 
with the bedrooms upstairs. The down- 
stairs is on the modern pattern of room 
areas with built-in separations dividing 
the rooms. The walls and rugs are in gay 
colors and the furniture is simple and 
easy to live with. 

Mrs. Griffin did all of the interior dec- 
orating and all of the rooms express 
beauty and style. The decor is simple yet 
perfectly matched to harmonize. The en- 
tire house is air conditioned and air 
heated for the cool of California’s chilly 
days. 

There are plenty of electrical outlets 
and telephone jacks so that the tele- 
phone can be carried from room to room. 


Beauty, Style 


The master bedroom is a large, comfort- 
able room with soft-toned apricot walls, 
and is covered in grey shag carpeting. 
Floral drapes hang at the windows. 

Both Dr. and Mrs. Griffin have sepa- 
rate dressing rooms with plenty of stor- 
age and closet space. The roomy, well- 
organized house has two bathrooms as 
well as extra storage space. 

Dr. Griffin, a Los Angeles dentist, has 
offices on Wilshire Boulevard and Mrs. 
Griffin assists him as laboratory tech- 
nician. They enjoy their livable home 
when the busy days at the offices are 
over. 

Mrs. Griffin enjoys preparing unusual 
foods and spends many of her spare 
hours in the modern kitchen. The house 
sits back from the street, leaving plenty 
of space for a beautifully landscaped 
yard. 
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Warm And Woolly 
Nightwear 


HEN CHILL winter winds blow, 

bringing snow and ice, milady wants 
to be as warm as toast, and with such 
a varied assortment of the new warm, 
flannelette sleepwear on the market, there 
is no reason for her not to be—at least 
when she retires. 

No longer can nightgowns and paja- 
mas be called just sleepwear, for pajamas 
are now made so that they can be worn 
for lounging and the nightgowns can 
become everything from a housecoat to 
a cocktail outfit. Warm clothes are a 
favorite with college girls, for they love 
to wrap up in them to do their studying. 

Flannelettes for study or sleep are full 
of fashion. Bright stripes and gay, strong 
plaids introduce an outdoor look to these 
inside fashions. Many of the gowns_and 
pajamas have sweater-knit yokes of solid 
color across the arms and shoulders. 
Some of them have matching bright but- 
tons, turtle necks and patch pockets. 

For cold days at the football game, 
there is even a slim flannelette petticoat, 
designed not only for the college crowd, § Print 
but for any woman who would like a up ey 
warm sheath to underline her winter 
suits. 
























































A double-duty lounging or sleep coat is 
made of white flannel with bright red and 
white polka dot trim. By Oxford Lane, the 
price is $5. 
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“Butcher Boy” long gown and “Winter Carnival” shortie, are of tri- Cotton flannel “Jama Jean” has light blue trou- 
color stripes on a white background with sweater-knit yoke and cuffs. sers, bright, bold plaid shirt. Plaid is repeated 
By Laros, the prices are $8.95 and $5.95, respectively. on trouser cuffs. By Nite Kraft, price $4.95. 


Printed flannel “grandma” nightgown has a stand- Dancing alarm clocks are printed on warm, red flannel pajamas. 
up eyelet ruffled neck, and dainty ribbon tie. By Nite The tab and collar edging is of white eyelet. By Oxford Lane, 
Kraft, the price is $3.95. the price is $5.95. Outfit is popular with the campus set. 
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‘Roast Long Island Duckling with Cornmeal Stuffing 


| small green pepper, 1 stalk celery, 1 bunch green onions, and saute in 1 tbsp. butter. Add % tsp. basil, %4 tsp. sage and % cup apple- 
In another bowl, mix 2 cups cornmeal, 2 tsps. baking powder, 2 eggs, 1 cup milk, % tsp. salt, 4% tsp. paprika and % cup stock or 
Combine cornmeal mixture with vegetable mixture. Before roasting, pack lightly into cavity of duck. Baste duck with orange juice. 


Marjoram Braised Chicken 


1% Ib. frying chicken. Sift together % cup flour, % tsp. 

» tsps. marjoram, % tsp. pepper, % tsp. paprika and place in 

»ag. Drop in chicken, shake to coat each piece. Fry in % lb. 

intil brown. Add 1 cup sliced carrots, 1 cup baby limas and 

minutes or until vegetables are tender. Remove meat, vege- 
tables and make gravy from liquid in pan. 


Dressings Add 
Zest To Poultry 


Narada MARKETS are full of excellent poultry for Thanks- 

giving tables. New methods of raising these birds makes it 
possible to provide enough of every variety for which one could 
wish. 

No longer is it necessary to buy a large bird for just two, for 
the Beltsville turkeys are raised for the small family, and, in 
many places, just one-half of a turkey may be purchased. Fowl 
now is grown almost to specifications—name the number to be 
fed, and buy accordingly. 

Should one care for variety, there are ducks, capons, geese, 
roasters and fryers. All are tender-grown with scientific meth- 
ods that are bound to produce a good-to-eat dish. No matter 
what the choice of dressing may be, there is always a new and 
unusual one to whet the appetite. Shown on these pages are new 
varieties of dressing for every kind of Thanksgiving bird. 
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Bread Stuffing 


Cook 1 cup minced onion and J quart diced celery in 1 cup fat over low heat, stirring occasion- 

ally until onion is soft but not browned. Blend 1 tbsp. salt, % tsp. pepper, 2 tsps. poultry sea- 

soning with 4 quarts bread cubes. Add onion, celery and fat, mix well. Pour 144 to 2 cups broth 

or milk gradually over surface, stirring lightly. Add more seasonings as desired. Makes stuffing 

for a 14 to 18-pound, ready-to-cook turkey. For variation, add % pound of boiled, chopped 
chestnuts or 1 cup of oysters if a different stuffing is desired. 





Country Style Stuffing 


Cook giblets from fowl, and chop, saving liquid. Crumble 1 pkg. bite-sized shredded wheat into 
bowl, mix in 1 cup cooked rice, 1 tbsp. parsley, 2 tsps. poultry seasoning, 2 tsps. salt, %4 tsp. 
pepper. Cook % lb. bulk sausage, 1 cup chopped celery and 1% cups finely-cut onion in skillet 
over low heat until meat is light brown, stirring constantly. Stir giblets and 1 cup liquid into 
cereal mixture. Just before roasting, pack lightly into cavity of a 5 to 7-pound chicken or turkey. 









yourself, for this 
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No “‘assembly line” cake, this. Rather, it is 
one fully to reward the skill of the home- 
baker. Here is a real “‘personality”’ cake with 
characteristics achieved in no other way. 
(Frankly, the ready-mix method may be dis- 
appointing.) It’s a prize winning recipe; a 
frequent blue-ribbon winner at County and 
State Fairs. Yet, it is so simple and easy to 
make with Clabber Girl, needing only the 
personal touch which only you can provide. 


Burnt Sugar Cake 


(Yield: two 9-inch layers) 
Y, cup shortening 24% a C. — 
1 Girl (balanced) 
1 epeage Baking Powder 













1 teaspoon vanilla 

2 egg yolks, beaten % cup water 

2 cups sifted all- 3 tablespoons burnt 
purpose flour sugar syrup 

Y4 teaspoon salt 2 egg whites, beaten 






























Cream shortening and add sugar slowly 
while beating constantly. Add vanilla. Add 
beaten egg yolks and blend thoroughly. Sift 
together flour, baking powder, and salt. 
Add to creamed mixture with the water, 
beating between each addition. Add the 
burnt sugar syrup and blend carefully. Then 
fold in the beaten egg whites. Pour into 
two greased and floured 9-inch layer cake 
pans. Bake at 375° F. (moderate oven) for 
30 to 35 minutes. Frost with confectioners’ 
sugar icing flavored with burnt sugar syrup. 

To prepare burnt sugar syrup, place 4 
cup sugar in heavy frying pan. Melt over 
low heat, stirring constantly. When com- 
pletely melted, remove from heat and slowly 
add \% cup boiling water. Blend well. 


Note...Don’t let yourself 
forget how good your 
baking can be with 
Glabber Girl, the baking 
powder with the 
balanced 
double action. 
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CHILD CARE 


Letting 


The Child 
Grow Up 





Normally 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics, 
Northwestern University 


I F YOU WERE to spend an hour one 
ening in the home of Jim and Mary 
tight find it difficult (if you gave it 
hought, that is) to picture their two 

lren (Bobby, age 6, and Joan, age 

natured, distinct man and woman 

en years hence. Bobby wears over- 

horts and slacks (depending on the 

f year), and so does Joan. Joan 

with dolls, and it is not strange to 

bby join her. The truth is, Bobby 

t caused a small riot once by tear- 

hair off Joan’s doll during a 
lressing” experiment. 

Bobby plays with trucks, and so does 

At other times, when Bobby gets 

f set to play a game of catch or 

i bat-the-ball with his father, Joan puts up 

eat howl until she, too, is dealt into 
ame. When Bobby gets a bit noisy 

me when Mary prefers quiet, she 

him to try and be “nice” like Joan. 

f Joan comes whimpering to her 

2 rough encounter with a neigh- 

child, Mary advises her to “fight 
like Bobby. 

[here is little effort here, or, as it 

n a majority of modern homes, to 

Bobby distinctly as a boy and fu- 

an and Joan distinctly as a girl, 
and future woman. 





bi 


Parents cannot always keep a boy from dolls or a girl away from boys’ playthings. 


It used to be that when a parent 
wanted to reprimand a girl mildly, the 
parent would say: “Be a little lady 
now’ —or, to the little boy, “Be a little 
man.” But not any more, and this trend 
may well be coincidental with the gen- 
eral trend toward de-emphasis of the 
differences between the sexes in our time. 
Women, as well as men, are wearing the 
pants. Women are invading men’s oc- 
cupations to play baseball, box, drive 
taxicabs, build airplanes, work as auto 
mechanics, cut hair, and so on. 

Is it a wonder then, that Bobby and 
Joan are being raised as though there is 
little real difference between boys and 
girls (or men and women)? Since Mary 
works the same as Jim, five days a week 
from 9 to 5, little Bobby and Joan miss 
largely a chance to learn the basic dif- 
ferences between the sexes, which they 
might otherwise learn by observing their 
parents in non-intimate hours. 

And considering that many young, 
work-a-day wives virtually demand that 
their husbands help them with the 
dishes, one understands that this is by 
no means a small problem, for despite 
the de-emphasis of differences between 
the sexes, little boys like Bobby are ex- 
pected to grow up to be distinctly mascu- 





line and little girls like Joan are expected 
to mature as totally feminine personali- 
ties. 

The danger is that these children may 
grow up without fully developing the 
natural physical and psychological traits 
of their individual sexes and, thus, may 
find themselves handicapped in adult 
life. 

The modern convention is not to em- 
phasize differences between sexes in 
every-day living, yet the over-riding con- 
vention makes certain, specific demands 
which set apart man from woman. 

Man remains, technically and legally, 
at least, as the “provider,” the protector, 
the pants-wearer, the stronger sex. 
Woman remains, in the same language, 
as the home-maker, the protected, the 
delicate one, the weaker sex (which must 


be pretty confusing for the men who. 


have experienced lady boxer Gloria 
Thompson’s murderous left hook). 
Can Bobby (and his contemporaries) 
be expected to grow into awareness of 
the last demand of convention when he 
is a product of a conflicting modern 
trend? And likewise, how about Joan? 
Can they be expected properly to play 
their separate roles in romantic living 
(as sexual partners, for example) if they 
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are reared from childhood without a full 
awareness of their differences as boy 
and girl, man and woman? 

In spite of current social standards, it 
is still expected that men will be men and 
women will be women. There are certain 
physical and psychological characteris- 
tics which earmark the individual 
escapably as man or woman and if they 
fail to develop them fully or identify 
with them, their lives may be seriously 
affected. 

Just how does masculinity differ from 
femininity? A real man is reliable, 
capable of an active role as a sex partner 
and be willing to care for a wife and chil- 
dren. While he should be assertive and 
demonstrate initiative, he should also 
have enough of the feminine in his make- 
up to be understanding and gentle when 
the occasion demands. An individual 
with a proper combination of these traits 
qualifies as an ideal man. 

While woman’s role is more varied and 
taxing than man’s, she must also exhibit 
some of the more aggressive drives 
which, in the past, have largely been as- 
sociated with the male of the species. The 
real woman has a deep feeling for all 
nurturing activities, not all related to 
child bearing and rearing. To be really 
successful, she has to be a capable admin- 
istrator, purchasing agent, nurse, teacher 
and a sexual and intellectual companion. 

Parents who fulfill these basic require- 
ments do not find it too difficult to help 
their children prepare to fill adult roles. 
In trying to guide the youngsters toward 
them, fathers and mothers will want to 
do everything possible to make the job 
an easy one. 

Naturally, parents cannot always pre- 
vent a little boy such as Bobby from 
playing with dolls of an occasion, nor 
can little girls like Joan be kept com- 
pletely away from trucks and baseballs. 
It may not, in the fullest sense, even be 
desirable to make such iron-clad rules. 
But parents can emphasize a child’s 
basic sex in many ways. 

In the first place, parents can guard 
against any show of unhappiness with 
the child’s sex. That is, if parents wish 
a boy for their first child and a girl is 
born, it is a mistake to raise the girl as 


in- 


a boy, or to in any way let the little girl 


know that they would be happier with a 
boy. 

The reasons why one, the other, or 
both parents may reject a child of one 
sex are countless. Suffice it for us to say 


that whenever a parent feels a mood of 
rejection toward a child because of its 
sex, the parent should immediately erase 
that mood and/or thought from the 
mind. 

Parents should also guard against a 
common habit of trying to curb natural 
tendencies identifiable with one or the 
other of the two sexes in children. 

For instance, it is usual for boys to 
be noisier in play with boys than girls 
in play with girls. That is true not only 
because of the boy’s innate maleness, but 
also because that maleness dictates inter- 
est, which is louder than the feminine 
interest. Boys gravitate to trains, cars, 
soldiers, guns, balls, airplanes, bull- 
dozers, and they are naturally noisier 
than dolls, play-clothes, play-kitchens, 
and the like, in which girls are more 
interested. 

The parents should try at all times to 
point the little boy toward manhood and 
the little girl toward womanhood. 

Growing up to be a man should be 
one of the first goals of the little boy, 
and he should gradually be taught what 
manhood means. 

The same goes for the little girl. 

This tack may be taken even at times 
when the little girl is being refused a 
request. For instance, the little girl may 
ask to have some lipstick so that she may 
be like mother. The mother can point 
her toward her eventual womanly role 
by saying, “Not now, darling, but as 
soon as you are a big girl, you can wear 
lipstick just like mommie.” 

Growing up to become a “big girl” 
can be a great adventure. 

The same goes for the boy. 

Henry’s mother was a college graduate 
while his father quit school in the sev- 
enth grade. The mother acted at all times 
as if she were the family boss and often, 
in the presence of close friends and rela- 
tives, made remarks about what she con- 
sidered his “inadequacy.” As a result, 
Henry grew up looking for strength from 
women instead of from men. 

He was unable himself to develop into 
a strong individual because of the home 
pattern to which he had been exposed. A 
woman cannot teach a boy to be a man. 
That should come from the father. 

If parents are careful to let boys be 
boys and girls be girls in these early 
years of their lives, there is less chance 
that they will be handicapped by the 
demands of nature and conventions in 
later life. 


| 
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Bringing 
Up Baby 


| HINTS COLLECTED BY 
Uw 
( MOTHER OF 5 ) 


Arrival of winter doesn’t mean you have to 
give up the fun of keeping 
a photograph record of 
your baby. Experts assure 
us that the brief bright- 
ness of indoor flash shots 
won’t harm the eyes of 
even the tiniest babies. 
Just follow the directions 
that usually come with 
flash bulbs. 





Mrs. Dan Gerber 








One indoor picture you'll probably enjoy 
greatly in years to come is when baby has 
his first solid food! Your doctor’s very 
likely to approve one of Gerber’s four 
famous Baby Cereals for a start. There’s a 
choice of Cereal Food (a mixed cereal), 
Oatmeal, Barley, and Rice. All are nutri- 
tious as can be... . enriched with iron, cal- 
cium, and B-vitamins that are so important 
to your young baby. All have an extra- 
smooth texture designed to appeal to babies 
used to an all-liquid diet. Each of Gerber’s 
Cereals has its own pleasant, individual 
taste. So you can start baby on one and then 
gradually add the others to give your baby 
the variety he wants and needs. 


Young baby’s bath is traditionally given 
about mid-morning. Actually, there’s no 
reason why you can’t change the schedule if 
it’s more convenient for you. Only precau- 
tion to observe is that it shouldn’t come 
immediately after baby’s been fed. 


Keeping yourself well rested naturally 
makes you a better Mommy. Phone tip: ask 
friends to call at certain hours so they won’t 
disturb you when you're trying to nap. 








Egg yolks may come early in baby’s diet— 
particularly when they’re Gerber’s Strained 
Egg Yolks. Babies love their creamy-smooth 
texture and delicious fresh-egg flavor. Nu- 
tritious, too! Because of their high iron, 
protein, and Vitamin A content, Gerber’s 
Strained Egg Yolks are a valuable addi- 
tion to the diet throughout babyhood. 
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Enjoy The 
Good Things 
Of Life 
As A 
Lucky Heart 
Representative 


MRS. ESTER BLOCKER OF 


SOUTH CAROLINA 
a typical housewife with three children, 
finds it easy to have the extra money 
she needs by using her spare time to 
show friends and neighbors quality 
Lucky Heart cosmetics, perfumes and 
beauty preparations. 

You too, will find a big demand for 
Lucky Heart in your own community. 
Visiting friends and taking orders is an 
easy, pleasant way to steady money the 


year around. 
MR. G. T. BROWN, 

IN WASHINGTON, 
is just one of thou- 
sands of successful 
people who use 
spare or full time 
to show the Lucky 
Heart line. He says 
his financial wor- 
ries are over, be- 
cause he always 
finds people anx- 
ious to buy every- 
where he goes. 

Lucky Heart prep- 
arations are so widely known for their 
quality, so much in <« d by 
who will have nothing else, that folks 
buy on sight! Once a Lucky Heart cus- 
tomer, always a Lucky Heart customer, 
and this makes a steady repeat business 
and a steady income for you! 


YOU CAN MAKE BIG MONEY 
EVERY WEEK IN SPARE TIME 


No Experience Needed! 


=a\ We send everything 
i} you need to get 
YOU started, 
show you how 

to earn big 

money as our 
representa- 














This attractive display case is filled 
with beautiful Lucky Heart perfumes, 
lotions and creams and there’s a big 
full-color Catalog and Beauty Book to 
show friends and neighbors. 


FREE TRIAL OFFER 


Get our free Display Case offer, free 
samples and free Catalog and Beauty 
Book. Everything will be rushed to you 
at once. Write for yours today. 


LUCKY HEART COMPANY, Dept. TC-© 
400 Mulberry, Memphis, Tennessee 











I Married 


My Brother 
(Continued from Page 33) 


motherly tenderness in her look, more 
weariness than anything else in her voice 
as she asked: “What’s on your mind, Peg?” 

“Oh nothing, Mother,” I lied. 

“Come on, Peg. Out with it. You've 
been watching me like a hawk for 10 min- 
utes. You want to tell me something?” 

It was my big moment. There was no 
use to duck it, for I had to face it, and 
her, sooner or later. 

“Jimmy’s proposed,” I said as casually 
as I could make it. I don’t think I made it 
at all, though, for the word “proposed” 
came out weakly and strained. 

Mother’s eyes hardened. “Well?” 

“T love him, Mother. I’m going to marry 
him, and we want your blessing.” My heart 
almost stopped beating as I poured out 
those words in a little torrent. 

There was a moment of iced silence, then 
I sensed that Mother had made her deci- 
sion. Her attitude became funereal, as I 
imagine a warden becomes just before he 
throws the switch to send a charge of hot 
electricity searing through the body of a 
condemned convict. 

“You can’t marry-him,” Mother said, her 
pronouncement of my fate as final as a 
sentence to death. 

“But I’m going to marry him. No matter 
what you say, I’m going to marry Jimmy 
Hamilton.. Mother, ’m—” 

I was getting angry now; I was going 
to tell her that I was sick and tired of her 
treating me like a child. But she stopped 
me: 

“You can’t marry Jimmy,” she said, “be- 
cause ... well, because he’s your half- 
brother!” 

I don’t think I understood what she was 
saying right away. I sat stunned, like a 
drugged person; her words came to me 
from afar, playing back again and again 
through my brain like crazy. It was like 
listening to bad music; I knew something 
was ‘wrong, I knew the wrong keys were 
being pressed down and there was no har- 
mony in the chords, but still I couldn’t 
pick out the right notes and put them to- 
gether as they should have been played. 

The transformation in Mother was almost 
as startling as her statement. Slowly put- 
ting down her knitting, she collapsed in 
sobs on the sofa. For what seemed like an 
eternity, she just sat there, shaking, her 

head bowed into her arms, the sobs swaying 
and wracking her body like gale winds as- 
saulting a lonely tree. A wave of pity 
swept through me, but it soon collapsed of 
its own accord without moving me to com- 
fort her. After a while, her storm passed 





and she lifted her tear-streaked face to 
look again at me. 

“T hoped I’d never have to tell you that,” 
she said slowly. “I didn’t want to break 
your heart. Please believe that, Peg.” She 
paused to silently beg my belief. “I’m 
your mother, Peg,” she went on. “I love 
you dearly. That’s why for all these years 
I’ve been trying to discourage you and 
Jimmy. But you sneaked out and—” 

I reached deeply to find my voice, a 
weak, dead-sounding voice that came up 
old and dreary. “Why didn’t you tell me 
sooner?” I asked. “Why didn’t you tell 
me?” 

Mother arose and walked slowly toward 
me, her body bent as if under a heavy bur- 
den. “I wanted to tell you, Peg,” she said. 
“Please believe me. I wanted to tell you so 
badly, so many times. But it’s one of my 
family secrets. Your father was in a scan- 
dal before he died. Jimmy was the result. 
If I had told you . . . well, it would have 
caused trouble for some people.” 

Anger surged up from the depths of my 
love for Jimmy, for I had not yet fully 
realized the reason Mother had given me, 
the impossibility of marrying my half. 
brother. 

“So you didn’t want to cause trouble,” 
I said acidly. “You let me go on and on and 
on, loving Jimmy. You let Jimmy fall in 
love with me. Now what kind of trouble 
do you think is worse than breaking the 
hearts of two innocent people? What do 
you think Jimmy will say when I tell him?” 

“You’re not going to tell him,” Mother 
said quietly. 

I stood up. “God must be angry in 
Heaven,” I shouted hysterically. “Mother, 
how can you be so cold-blooded and cruel? 
First you break my heart with news | 
should have had when I was a kid—” 

“You're still a kid,” she said. “You're 
only 22—” 

“and now you say I must break off 
with Jimmy and not give him any reason,” 
I went on, ignoring her interruption. “You 
may be as hard as nails and twice as 
tough, Mother, but your little daughter Peg 
is a decent human being. I’m going to tell 
Jimmy, if it kills me—” 

“And,” she said in a strange, sodden 
voice, “if you tell him, I will kill you!” 

I sat down then, numb and helpless, my 
heart beating against my breast like jungle 
drums, my brain a whirlpool of confusion. 
I was now incapable of standing up to 
Mother, incapable of making the play | 
had planned. All the fight was gone, si- 
phoned off by the hypodermic that was her 
unflinching threat of murder. [’ve let Jim- 
my down, I thought. What can it be? What 
can be so terrible? 

I tried to think it through, to guess or 
suppose what could be so wrong that my 
own Mother would rather kill me than let 
me tell Jimmy why I could never marry 
him. It all seemed so absurd—the whole 
idea of Jimmy and me being brother and 

sister. 

I went over that angle. No, we didn’t 
look alike. Jimmy had none of Mother’s 
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and my tanness, sharp features and flowing 
hair. He was good-looking, in a manly 
way, but his features were coarser, flatter, 
darker than ours. All the years I'd known 
him, since kidhood, for that was when our 
love began, I had never once sensed blood 
kinship. Where’s the answer? I questioned 
myself and got nowhere. I tried Mother 
again. 

“Mother,” I said meekly, “I just can’t 
let it end like this. Poor Jimmy. What 
will he think?” 

She was now composed, back to her old 
self. She spoke as though she had every- 
thing under control, as if she had known 
for a long time that this moment would 
come and had made unbending plans for it. 

“I understand,” she said, a hint of ten- 
derness in her voice. “I suppose it will be 
hard on Jimmy for a while. Unfortunately, 
I can’t help that.” 

“Would you, if you could, Mother?” 

“In this world, Peg,” she said, “there are 
things we must do, no matter how much it 
hurts us or someone else. When the time 
comes, we’ve got to do those things. That’s 
the way it is; you'll learn as you grow 
older.” 

I wondered then if I would ever know the 
real reason why I must give up Jimmy. 
There had to be more to it—a mystery— 
than just the plain, unvarnished story that 
he and I were closely related. 

“But Mother—” I tried once more, only 
to be cut off. 

“Peg,” she said, like a mother ending a 
four-year-old’s unreasoning protests, “this 
hurts me more than it does you. But there’s 
only one thing I can do to make it easier—” 

She paused a moment, as if making a 
final check to see that her long-laid plans 
were in order. 

“_you’d better take a trip; maybe to 
Los Angeles. Spend as much time as you 
like. Go out, have fun. Go to Mexico City 
if you want to. Buy some new clothes. I'll 
arrange everything. All you have to do is 
get Jimmy Hamilton off your mind, for 
good.” : 

For good! She meant for all time, for- 
ever. How ironic! I’d dreamed of standing 
with Jimmy before a preacher, hearing him 
ask: “Do you, Peg Fontaine, take this man 
to be your lawfully wedded husband, to—?” 
Instead, I was now a living corpse; my 
funeral had been preached by my mother; 
a roomette to L.A. was to be my coffin . . . 


LIVED THE next two days in a trance 

while mother made arrangements for the 
trip to L. A. by way of New Orleans. The 
triple shock of having her tell me that I 
couldn’t marry Jimmy, then of learning that 
he was my half-brother, and finally hearing 
her threaten my life, had taxed all my 
strength and sense of reason. I followed 
meekly, almost dumbly, as mother took me 
to downtown shops, where she selected new 
clothes for me. 

It seemed that she was with me every mo- 
ment, guarding against the chance that I 
might either try to sneak out to see Jimmy 
or call him on the telephone. She didn’t 
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RELIEF 
TODAY 


Twas miserable 
WIth Iichy bumps 
On ny fice.” 


**Ugly bumps on my face kept me from 
getting a good paying position. But 
the manager gave me some advice that 
has since meant more to me. He told 
me to use Black and White Ointment, 
and I’d like to pass his advice along 
to anyone who is miserable with itch- 
ing bumps and blackheads. You’ll get 
amazing relief and be as thankful for 
Black and White Ointment as I am.”’ 
Mrs. Mildred Tyler, Bronx, N.Y. 












If you suffer itchy misery of blackheads, 
acne, eczema, simple ringworm, start 
using famous Black and White Ointment 
today. 25¢, 60¢, 85¢. Cleanse skin daily 
with Black and White Skin Soap. 
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Does your figure fit the fashion as well as your clothes? 
remarkable, new FRONT ZIPPER A 


SHAPE-O-LETTE 4°: 


V nips waist V provides uplift 
V slims silhouette—like nothing else can! 





We, 


gneet 





Picking an underfashion isn’t enough anymore 
it must be selected to give you the smooth, 
new, unbroken silhouette! And anyone can 
have today’s trim, tapered, pencil slim shape 
with remarkably different SHAPE-O-LETTE. 
Just ZIP for instant FIT! No more stretching, 
straining . . . no more cup pinching . . . no 
bulges, rolls—anywhere! Powerful, all Lastex 
action-back provides firm comfortable sup- 
port without ugly crease marks. Here is an 
ingenious all-in-one that is altogether the 


season’s most daring, most exciting figure- . uplift bra 
builder. Best of all—sensationally new, wonder- 2. plunge bra 
fitting, front-zipper SHAPE-O-LETTE costs little a 


more than longline bra alone! 


WHITE PINK BLUE BLACK 
A cup, 32-38 8B cup, 34-40 C cup, 38-42 


Send 0 money! Satisfaction Goaranteed? 


WILCO FASHIONS go Dept. TI 
45 E. 17th St, WN. Y. 
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Money-Back Gusrantee] W not delighted, | may return in 10 days: Adjustable straps included. 





know that there was no cause for worry; all 
the fight was over for me. The realization 
of my blood kinship with my lover had tak- 
en me over like sloe gin. I hadn’t really 
understood it in the heat of my argument 
with mother, but later that night, the fact 
hit home with a sickening thud. 

My broken heart ached; it was as though 
a rough, unseen hand had my heart in its 
hoary rip and was trying to squeeze all the 
life, al! the roots of love, out of it. I slept 
fitfully, tossed about my bed in nightmares. 
Always there was a feeling of guilt, of sin. 

In one nightmare, Jimmy and I were hap- 
pily on our honeymoon. We'd selected a 
nice, litfle cottage at a seashore resort. 
There was swimming, dancing, laughing— 
all the ingredients of gaiety. We lay in 
each other’s arms on the beach while time 
stood still. We planned our life, said how 
many kids we wanted, playfully argued 
about what we would name them—oh, it 
was heaven. But at nightfall, in the dream, 
after we had gone back to the cottage to 
enjoy the most intimate relationship of mar- 
riage, there came a knock on our door. 

Jimmy opened it and a policeman stepped 
inside. He had the build of a man, a gun 
strapped to his hip, but his face was moth- 
er’s. “You’re under arrest,” he said. “What 
have I done, officer?” Jimmy asked incred- 


ulously. “You’re charged with incest,” the 
officer said. “That girl in the bed is your 
sister.” 


I saw Jimmy’s face change swiftly from 
disbelief to wonderment to comprehension. 
I wanted to cry out, “No! No! It’s a lie!” 
But I couldn’t; I knew I was Jimmy’s sister, 
Mother had told me so. 

Then Jimmy turned to me, all love gone 
out of his eyes and heart. “I ought to kill 
you!” he shouted at me. He moved toward 
the bed, great evil in his flaming eyes. Just 
as he reached for me, I woke up . . . 

I thought of suicide that night. To die 
would have been to walk out of hell into the 
bliss of heaven. But I did not have the 
strength, or the nerve, to do that either. | 
was a lost soul. I was putty shaped in the 
form of a human being. I was, as I said, a 





living corpse—only for some reason | 
couldn’t understand I still lived and 
breathed. 

Jimmy called the next morning. I could 
tell who it was by the evasiveness and ton¢ 
of mother’s voice. She told him that I was 
sick. He must have said he was coming 
over, because she told him, “No, Jimmy: 
She can’t see anyone today.” I just sat in 
my room and listened. I didn’t know what 
I could do about it. 

The next day, I boarded the train for 
L.A. The warm, bright, summer’s sun hur! 
my tear-reddened eyes and the heat added 
to my oppression, walling me into my ow1 
personal solitary. And the train ride seemed 












like walking that last mile. Only I was no 


a prisoner condemned to execution. The 
were no steel bars keeping me in one c 
My prison stretched from Memphis to 
ifornia and my last mile extended cros 
country. 

I was riding through the wide, ope 
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THE FAMOUS JUELENE SYSTEM GUARANTEE 


LOVELIER 


HAIR '* 7 ays 


OR YOUR MONEY BACK 


Give Yourself This Treatment Just Once 


That's All We Ask—Just One Trial—You Will Marvel At The Results. You Will Be 
Absolutely Amazed Or It Doesn't Cost You One Penny. Your Fine Care With Latest 
JUELENE Formulas May Be The Answer To Your Hair And Scalp Problem. 


DONT WAIT UNTIL ITS 100 LATE 


While there is something new under the sun almost every day, Beavticians, Expert 
Hairdressers and Dermatologists are all familiar with the use of LANOLIN. In 
recent years, it has been believed that CHOLESTEROL is the active ingredient of 
LANOLIN. CHOLESTEROL is an ingredient found in all vegetables, in all animal: 
and in ovr own bodies. It is now possible for chemists to produce a synthetic 
CHOLESTEROL, which makes it possible to use CHOLESTEROL in this Special Hair 
and Scalp System. Your hair grows from the follicles located in the tissues of 
your scalp. The condition of your hair depends upon the normal health of your 
scalp. The LANOLIN Cream Shampoo which you receive with this treatment is to be 
used as a Shampoo to cleanse the hair and scalp of dust, dried perspiration, grime, 
etc. 






Fine special daily Juelene 
System core helps PREVENT, 
DANDRUF FY DULL, DRY BRITTLE 
ITCHY SCALP, BURNT HAIR. 


through lubrication, massage 
& stimulation, 


Being @ woman, your hair is in need of 
either waving, marcelling or pin-curling 
regularly. Be certain to give your hair 
and scalp fine special care and to use the 
special LANOLIN Formula which you get 
with everything to pin-curl, wave, set 
your hair. This Formule melts easily, 
waterproofs the hair, and at the same 
time helps to hold a setting on styling 
longer. By resisting perspiration, it not 
only keeps your hair looking lovelier, 
more lustrous, but helps to prevent dry, 
crackina. dandruffy, dull hair conditions. 








YOU GET EVERYTHING, the JAR of JUELENE SYSTEM (SCALP and HAIR LUB- 
RICANT), the LANOLIN CREAM SHAMPOO, the DH-12 FORMULA containing CHO- 
LESTEROL, PLUS the SPECIAL LANOLIN COMPOUND, ALL A REAL BARGAIN AT 
$4.60 BUT all YOU PAY is ONLY $2.98, plus postage, FOR EVERYTHING. FOLLOW 
the JUELENE SYSTEM DIRECTIONS you receive with your package OF THESE 4 
FORMULAS, and YOU WILL BLESS THE DAY YOU BEGAN and TRIED THIS PROPER 


S ne me WAY. 
S&S “ _§ SEND NO MONEY MAIL YOUR COUPON NOW 
S-s EVERY CENT BACK IF NOT THE BEST YOU EVER USED. 
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conquers itching 
misery of eczema, 
ringworm, rashes, 
pimples and other 





You can’t really enjoy life when you 
are dragged down by those awful irri- 
tations. So don’t risk letting that ugly 
itching distress go on for another day. 
There’s an easy, proven way to help 
your poor troubled skin! 

FAMOUS SKIN MEDICINE 
Palmer’s SKIN SUCCESS Ointment usu- 
ally makes a big, wonderful difference 
in such cases. Thousands know from ac- 

tual experience how 
pont rt — it goes right to work 
——s to give fast, blessed 
relief to your upset 
and tortured skin. 
There’s just noth- 
ing like it! Because only SKIN SUCCESS 
Ointment gives you the benefit of this 
great skin-prescription formula, tested 
by a noted physician. It really works. 
Small size only 25¢. Regular 75¢ size 
gives you four times as much. 


HOW TO TAKE CARE OF YOUR COMPLEXION 
The deep-acting medicated foam of 
SKIN SUCCESS SOAP 
fights off aggrava- 
tion of ugly pim- 
ples, blackheads, 
rashes caused by surface skin germs. 
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spaces of Texas, the train’s incessant click- 
ety-clack drumming into my ears, when the 
fog began to lift, and I returned to a sem- 
blance of life. It was after many monoton- 
ous miles of those open spaces that I began 
to wonder about the westerns I'd read and 
seen at movie theaters. Where were the 
great cow herds and gun-slick cowboys and 
sprawling ranches? I saw only a few puny, 
straggling cattle, a horse now and then, but 
never the wondrous and storied Wild West. 
Curiosity cleared my brain. 

For the first time in what seemed like 
ages, I was able to affect a bit of detach- 
ment, and I tried to fit the pieces of my 
personal puzzle together. As I gazed out 
the roomette window, I.saw clearly a men- 
tal movie of the whole life of Peg Fontaine. 
And I kept on searching for a clue, for the 
one scene which would show Jimmy and me 
as brother and sister . . 


WAS BORN in Memphis, in the same 

big house on Linden where mother and 
I now lived. I never really knew Dad, for 
he died when I was an infant. I had heard 
whispers that Dad died under mysterious 
circumstances, but mother never talked 
much about him, and she never encouraged 
me to ask questions about him. He was 
always very much present in our lives, how- 
ever, for he had built up a good mortuary 
business, which mother and I inherited. She 
let one of Dad’s assistants manage the place 
for her, only going there to check up on the 
income. 

I don’t remember that mother ever at- 
tended one of the funerals handled by our 
business. Reading, knitting and music 
were her hobbies. She kept herself quite 
busy with them. Occasionally she attended 
the Mississippi Boulevard church, but gen- 
erally speaking, religion was not a dom- 
inant faetor in our home. 

I grew up in the big house on Linden, 
having pretty much what I wanted in the 
way, first, of candy and toys, and later, of 
clothes, books, records—which ranged from 
blues and rhythm to classical—jewelry and 
the other things young girls like. The re- 
lationship between mother and me, despite 
her generosity, was always stand-offish. She 
seemed to prefer dealing with me like a 
boss handling a worker. 

Only on rare occasions was she warm and 
tender and loving, those occasions coming 
without warning, passing quickly as flash 
showers do. I wanted to love her as a child 
should, but her unpredictable moods kept 
me off balance. My affection thus remained 
several notches above fondness, but a notch 
or so below true daughter love. 

My greatest affection as a little girl was 
given to Myrtle Bendy, mother’s combina- 
tion maid, cook, and helper. Her husband, 
Harold, worked at the mortuary, doubling 


‘to serve mother as driver, gardener, and 


handyman. They once lived in the big 
house, too, occupying rooms on the second 
floor while we lived on the first. But when 
I was about 12, Harold and Myrtle moved 
into a little place of their own across town, 
keeping their jobs on a “day” basis. 


I remember that mother seemed pecu- 
liarly relieved after the Bendys moved out 
of the house. Myrtle, originally had been 
hired by Dad, I learned. A plump, not un- 
handsome woman of mother’s age, she still 
worked for us, but recently she had been 
troubled with a female ailment which kept 
her home two or three days a week. Har- 
old, tall and thin, was the one who drove 
us to the railroad station in Mother’s car, 


watching with oddly sad eyes-as'I left for. 


L.A. He gave me Myrtle’s love and asked 
me to be sure to write. I promised that | 
would. 

The Bendys were good people; some- 
times I wondered why Myrtle continued to 
work for mother, who didn’t really seem 
to appreciate her goodness and efficiency. 
There had been times when I felt that 
mother wished, too, that I wouldn’t be so 
friendly with Myrtle. But she never said 
anything to me about it. I’d hear them 
quarreling bitterly from time to time, but 
whenever I approached, they clammed up. 

Harold, I thought, could have been suc- 
cessful in a little business of his own; he 
worked so hard at the mortuary, for mother, 
and was always so courteous. Yet he 
seemed contented with his lot and the two 
jobs, Harold and Myrtle would have made 
good parents, I thought, wondering how 
my life would have been had I grown up 
with both a mother and father. 

My life generally—reviewed in mental 
panorama as the train sped West—was 
uneventful. I had few problems, no sor- 
rows, and wanted for little. On the other 
hand, I had known few moments of un- 
bounded, almost-hysterical joy; I had 
missed many of the little adventures that 
made the lives of “less fortunate” kids 
interesting. My shoes never had holes and 
my dresses were seldom dirty. 

In grade school, I was the “pretty, little 
Fontaine girl” who wore her long, black 
hair in braids decorated with ribbons to 
match her dresses, answered brightly when 
questioned, and took home good report 
cards. 

High school was about the same, except- 
ing now I combed out and curled my hair 
and wore different kinds of clothes, for I 
was filling out as most normal young girls 
do. I was still the neatest; I still answered 
brightly; and I still took home good report 
cards. Boys were interested, but even from 
the beginning, my heart belonged to Jimmy. 

Our affair began while I was in the 
eighth grade and remained that way after 
high school, when I enrolled in LeMoyne 
as a business major. The idea, as Mother 
explained it to me, was that some day I 
would be the sole owner of the mortuary. 
Thus, when I was graduated from college, 
I didn’t seek a job. Instead, I began 
gradually to learn the business of burying 
the dead. I learned pretty early, too, that 
it can be a sordid business; I often winced 
as I saw the bill poor people had to pay us 
for gaudy caskets and Cadillac service. 


But mother made me understand that . 


the people wanted it that way, and that 
here was our “bread and butter.” I put 
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up no particular objection—my 
sion didn’t run that deeply. for my 


compas- 


back- 


ground had sparked little in the way of 
outrage for the lot of people general. 


after 
over 


“learning the business” 
came 


I was still 
a fashion when the explosion 
Jimmy. 

Jimmy’s life was more complicated than 
mine. He lived out on McLemore. in a 
“hetween” neighborhood. What I mean is, 
on one side of Jimmy’s place were 
homes and on the other side they weren't 
He lived with his mother. Carol 
He never men- 
him. 


good 


so good. 
Hamilton, and her parents. 
tioned his father. and I 

although his mother once mentioned that 
“up North.” Carol 
firm, leav- 
his 


never saw 
her husband was, living 
was a secretary in an insurance 
ing Jimmy to be by 
parents. Carol and Mother never had much 
for each other to do, as far as I could tell. 
I understood, that they had 
once been classmates and that both of them 


raised grand- 


however. 
had been in love with Dad—before he mar- 
ried mother. I just figured that’s why they 
were cool to each other. Sometimes I even 
wondered whether that was the reason why 
mother didn’t like Jimmy—but I couldn't 
believe that was the case now. Certainly 
she wouldn’t threaten to kill me over him 
just because she and Carol once loved the 
same man, 
As I said, 
first noticed 
eighth grade. 


I first noticed Jimmy (or he 
me ) we the 

I was starting home from 
school one day, mean little boy 
started yanking on my braids. I told him 
to stop, but he kept on pulling, and the 
other kids started laughing. 

After he had pulled one of my ribbons 
off. I started to cry. The other kids started 
yelling, “Peg is a cry-baby! Peg is a cry- 
baby!” All but little Jimmy. Like a 
strong man, he stepped up to the boy who 
had pulled my pigtails and said, “You 
leave her alone.” 

The other boy. a bully, looked at Jimmy 
and asked, “Who’s going to stop me?” 

Jimmy didn’t flush as he replied: 
said leave her alone!” 

“Who’re you.” the boy asked, “ 
or something ?” 

Without another word. 
the boy and struck him a glancing blow 


when were in 


when a 


va | 
her father 


Jimmy swung on 


across the face. Then they went to it. 
punching and kicking and gouging and 
wrestling and rolling in the dirt. All the 


kids crowded around to watch the fight. 
We chose sides. Drying my tears quickly, 
I cheered for my little hero, It hurt me 
when the bigger boy hit or kicked him; it 
made my heart skip a beat when my little 
hero landed a punch. 

The fight ended abruptly when 
the male teachers stepped up to ask of- 
“What’s going on here?” When 
he saw what it was, he pulled the two boys 
apart while most of the kids seampered out 


one of 


ficiously : 


of there. I waited for my little hero, 
noticing sadly that his clothes were torn 
and his face, arms, and legs were 
scratched. 


“l’m sorry.” I said as he came up to 

me. 
“Oh, it’s all right.” he said with a rue- 

ful smile. “Say, what’s your name?” 
“Peg.” I said. “Peg Fontaine.” 
“l’m Jimmy Hamilton,” he said. 


do you live?” 


ee 


“On Linden.” 
“Mind if I walk home with you?” 
“No.” I said. “but shouldn’t you go home 


and clean up?” 


He surveyed the damage. “I guess you’re 


right.” he said. “You're too pretty and 
clean to be walking down the street with 
a dirty. old rag-muffin like me.” 

“You're no rag-muffin,” I said. “I 
just—” 

“Tt’s okay,” he said. “Another day, 
huh?” 

“Tomorrow.” I said. 

“Tl be waiting.” And he was. 


We just 


but Jimmy was already a little gentleman. 


were entering our teens then, 


prROM THAT incident. our “affair” grew 

I got to be Jimmy’s 
little notes and 
carved initials with his inside little 
hearts in tree trunks. We were together 
at school affairs. Occasionally I was able 
to join him at the movies or meet him for 
he 


into warm palship. 
girl. He 


wrote me lovely 
my 


a soda at a drug store on Beale where 
started working after school. The treat was 
always on him. 


We graduated from high school the same 


year, although Jimmy was a year older 
than I was. and both of us enrolled at Le- 
Moyne. I majored in business, as I said, 


He wanted to be a 
It was in our sophomore year that 


and he took education. 
teacher. 


Jimmy first talked of love. 
We were strolling on-campus one eve- 
ning after a concert. The moon was out 


and the air was filled with the perfume of 
I noticed that Jimmy hadn’t said 


spring. 
much since we'd left the auditorium, so I 
asked: 

“What’s on your mind, Jimmy?” 

“Ts.” 

“What about us?” 

“Oh,” he said. “I was just thinking. 
We've been friends for a long time now, 


haven't we?” 
“For ages and ages,” 
“I'm not kidding.” he 


I said, flippantly, 
said. 


“Neither am I.” I responded with a 
twinkle. “We’ve been pals ever since that 
day you fought for me. You’ve been my 
little hero ever since.” 

“I’m not so little now,” he said, and in- 
deed he wasn’t. for he towered over me. 
“T’m six feet even. Man-sized, wouldn’t 
you say?” 

“Yeah, bo!’ 

That irked him. “Oh, be serious, won’t 
you, Peg?” 

“Why should I?” 

“Why?” he repeated. ‘“Well—because 


because I’ve got something to tell you, 
if you'll ever let me—” 
“What?” 
“Aw, Peg,” 


“T love you, 


he began, then he blurted it 


out: Peg.” 
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I can’t say that I was startled by the 
idea. After all, Jimmy and I were close. 
Yet love was a bit new to me. I didn’t know 
what to say. I just knew I suddenly felt 
pleasantly queer inside, and I noticed that 
ny heart-beat quickened. 

“How do you feel about me?” he asked 
awkwardly. 

“The same, I reckon.” 

“Don’t you know?” 

“Sure I know,” I said. “I love you, too, 
Jimmy.” 

He stopped then, turned me face to face 
with him, Our lips met in the most thrill- 
ing kiss of my life. Wonderful things hap- 
ened inside me. 

Our affair changed from the moment we 
declared our love for each other, sort of 
innocently, while strolling in the moon- 
light that night. Whereas before we had 
been sorta casual with no stated obligations 
mn either side, we now “belonged” to each 
ther. Jimmy expected me to save all my 
lates for him, and I didn’t expect to see 
him talking seriously to any other girl. It 
was an arrangement neither of us had 
trouble keeping, for we were as truly and 
deeply in love as two teenagers can be. 

The only difficulty was mother. Up to 
now. Jimmy had stopped at my house only 
on rare occasions, Since we were pretty 
oung, I guess mother didn’t bother to 
make her feelings known. Maybe she 
didn’t realize who Jimmy was, although I 
introduced them. But when I told her, late 

my sophomore year, that I was going 
to a campus dance with Jimmy she put her 
foot down. 

“You can’t go with him,” mother said. 

“Why, mother?” 

“Because I say so, that’s why.” 

“But that isn’t much of a _ reason, 
mother.” 

“It’s reason enough for me. 

I was bewildered. “I can’t just break 
yur date like that.” I told her. 

“Then I'll break it for you,” she said. 

“But why?” I repeated, “Give me a rea- 


” 


Onl, 

“T don’t like Jimmy Hamilton,” she said, 
‘and I don’t want my daughter going out 
with him.” 

“T love him, mother.” 

She almost laughed. “Now isn’t that the 
typical little speech.” She mimicked me: 
**! love him, Mother” Humph! You're 
ust out of pigtails. What do you know 
ibout love?” 

“We've always been in love,” I said. 

She won; I didn’t go to the dance with 
Jimmy. When he called for me, mother 
met him at the door and firmly told him 
that I wasn’t going to the dance. I was 
glad she didn’t insult him, That would 
have been awful. 

\s time passed, however, Jimmy sensed 
that he wasn’t welcome in mother’s house. 
For a while, thought he was avoiding me, 
that he might break off the affair. I found 
out, though, that he had no such thoughts. 
[ told him the whole story. He was more 
generous in his acceptance of what I said 


2 


than I ever could have been. I was more 
than grateful. 

That’s when we began sneaking around. 
although—to tell the truth—it was far more 
innocent than it sounds. It was easy for us 
my senior year, as both of us stayed on 
campus. I had trouble convincing mother 
at first, but she finally consented when 
the school president told her he thought it 
would be good for me to have at least one 
year of dormitory life. She tried to set 
Harold to spying on me, but he never 
turned in any damaging reports. After 
graduation. Jimmy took a summer job in a 
downtown hotel. In the fall, he began 
teaching in a city high school. A year or so 
later, he proposed—and life ended for 
me.. 

I had watched the mental movie of my 
life through Texas. into New Mexico. on 
through Arizona, and finally into Califor- 
nia. As the train neared Los Angeles, I 
was no closer to an answer than before. I 
had found nothing even to hint that Jimmy 
and I were brother and sister. nothing that 
would make me feel that our love had been 
wrong, nothing at all to justify mother’s 
revelation and threat. 

Although my mind was clearer and the 
hysteria was gone, I was in as deep a 
quagmire of confusion as I was when I left 
home. The answer just wouldn’t come. I 
tried to convince myself that mother was 
right, that the trip would do me good; that 
I should forget all about Jimmy and start 
life anew. But I guess I realized all along 
that I just wasn’t made that way. The least 
I could do, what I had to do, was talk to 
Jimmy one more time. 

I think I had decided that before I ever 
left the train in L.A. I know my mind was 
made up after a couple days spent almost 
entirely in my hotel room on the west side 
of the city. I took a bus tour of L.A., went 
to Hollywood to see a radio comedy show. 
took a taxi out to Pasadena, shopped a bit 
in downtown L.A., and saw quaint Olvera 
Street. But all the time my mind was set: 
I was going back home and dig to the bot- 
tom of the whole thing, even if it did 
kill me. 

I quit L.A. after less than a week and 
took the train back to Memphis. I didn’t 
write mother that I was coming home. 
Something warned me that it was best that 
way. And all the way back. I tried to fig- 
ure how I was going to solve the problem; 
find out how, if it were true that Jimmy and 
I were kin, we could act toward each other 
as brother and sister after we once had 
been lovers. I also tried to figure just how 
I would go about my sleuthing without 
arousing mother’s ire, and how, if I dis- 
covered that she had lied to me, I would 
confront her with the truth, 

At first, the thought that she had lied 
was disconcerting. But strangely, that feel- 
ing passed and I found myself hoping, in 
an odd way, that she had lied for some 
unknown reason and that Jimmy and I 
might yet be married! 

By the time I arrived back in Memphis, 
I had my plans pretty well laid out. I 


didn’t call home. Instead, I called Harolj 
at the mortuary and asked him to meet m 
without letting mother know. The fact tha 
I was back in Memphis so soon surprised 
him, but I sensed over the ’phone that he 
was as eager to see me without mother: 
knowledge as I was to see him. And I kney 
something was “up” the moment I saw hin 
striding hurriedly through the station tof 
ward me. ; 

“Hello. Peg.” he said. “My you're back} 
in a hurry. I thought you’d be gone fp 
months. Your mother said—” : 

“T can imagine,” I said quietly. 

He dropped the forced flippancy of hist 
first greeting. “Peg.” he said, “I’m glad! 
I’ve got a chance to talk to you like this! 
Myrtle and I’—my suspense grew in spite 
of my troubles when he paused for a mo! 
ment as if seeking the right approach to a 
big problem—“well, we've been talking! 
about things. She’s pretty sick, yo! 
know—” ' 

“Is it serious?” I asked, 

“We don’t know. She’s been right poork? 
since she and your mother had an awfil 
row a couple days after you left. She was 
hoping she could see you—” 

“Let’s go, then.” 

He appeared happy that I wanted to g 
see Myrtle, yet something troubled him 
“T guess I should warn you, Peg,” he said 
“You might learn something that'll upse 
you. Do you still want to go?” 

“Harold, if you don’t take me to Myrtle 
right away, Ill get a cab and go alone!” 

That did it. Harold got my bags and 
took them out to his rickety Ford. VW: 
climbed in and headed for his house, goin; 
a round-about way which lessened th: 
danger of our running into mother. 

The house Harold and Myrtle lived it 
was quite a contrast to ours. Their plac’ 
was a small, white bungalow, set well of 
the street behind a neatly trimmed lawn 
It was unpretentious, but spic-and-span 
The fine hands of both Harold and Myrtl 
had been working to make this a nice plac: 
to call home. 

Harold led me up the porch steps 
fumbled with his keys, then opened the 
front door, edging back to let me enter 
first. I stepped into their living room. The 
furniture, I noticed, was old, but it wa) 
quality stuff, fine old mahogany; lace cu 
tains sparkled at the windows; and there 
on the mantel above the fireplace, whic! 
they actually used in colder weather, stoot 
a happily-posed picture of Harold anc 
Myrtle in their younger days. 

Harold took the light wrap I was wear 
ing, then led me into his and Myrtle’s bet( 
room, which opened at the left of the living 
room. Although it was clean and neat, the 
smell of sickness was about. I was shockei 
to see Myrtle, so thin and helpless. lyin: 
there on her bed. She smiled wanly as! 
rushed over and planted a kiss on he 
forehead. 

“I’m so glad you could come,” she said 

“I would have come sooner,” I said, “i 
I had only known. But you'll be well in’ 
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few days. You'll be the same energetic 
pal I've known for so many years.” 

“T don’t know—” she started. 

“Peg’s right,” Harold told her. “You'll 
be all right. Just stop worrying.” He 
turned to me: “I’ve been trying to tell her 
just what you said. But since the row with 


your mother, she well, she’s been 
upset.” 
SAT DOWN on the edge of the bed, 


patting Myrtle’s slender arm, trying to 
encourage her into believing what Harold 
was saying. For a moment after he had 
finished, there was silence in the room, 
and I wondered if, God forbid, Myrtle had 
a date soon with death. 

“Peg,” Harold said after a moment, 
got to run down to the drug store to get 
some medicine for Myrtle. Can you stay ’til 
I get back?” 

“Sure,” I said. “Take your time.” I won- 
dered if it were a ruse to leave us alone. 
Myrtle spoke as soon 


“T’ve 


It must have been; 
as he was gone: 

“Your mother and I had a terrible fuss 
the other day,” she said. 

“What about, Myrtle?” 

“You and Jimmy—” 

My heart almost stopped beating. 
though it seemed I had expected something 
like this. 

“What about me and Jimmy?” 

Myrtle was ill, no mistake about that, 
but it seemed that she summoned strength 
from some great, hidden reserve to put fire 
and conviction into her voice. “I told her 
that it was time she “grew up’ and told you 
the truth about Jimmy—” 

“The truth?” 

For a moment the thought that mother 
had lied ran rampant through my brain. 
I didn’t reject it. 

“Yes,” Myrtle said, “the truth. And that 
was a strange coincidence—my going to 
see her about it at the time I did. She told 
me that Jimmy had proposed and she had 
stopped you from marrying him. My heart 
bled for you, baby; I lost my temper. Oh, 
I called your mother some awful names. It 
was a terrible fight. If I live, Pll never 
work for her another day—” 

She stopped. I sensed that she was sud- 
denly wondering whether she 
too far with the mother of Peg Fontaine. I 
urged her to continue. 

“Well,” she said, drawing a deep breath, 
“the story began before you were born, 
when your mother and I were both young, 
gay blades. She was better off than I was, 
so I wasn’t one of her pals, but we went 
to the same school and knew each other 
pretty well. After graduation, we saw each 
other at places like church, school affairs, 
and so on. 

“Your mother went off to college while I 
stayed home and started working for a 
white family. That didn’t lower my status 
any, because most Negro women who 
worked in those days worked for white 
folks. At college, your mother met the 
handsome man who was to be your Dad. He 


even 


was going 


started the mortuary and was 
He bought the big 
me as his 


came here, 
doing fine in no time. 
house you live in and hired 
housekeeper. In time, of 
mother and father married and you were 
I'll never forget what a lovely three- 
Fontaine family made here 


course, your 
born. 
some the young 
Memphis.” 
I was getting impatient for her to reach 
the point, but I knew better than to inter- 
rupt. I realized that Myrtle pouring 
out her heart for me, had gone through a 
for the least I 


was 


terrible me; 


could do was hear her out. 


experience 


“Then,” she went on, “there was another 
pretty young woman in town. Her name 
was, and Carol Hamilton. She quickly 


fell in love with your Dad-to-be and was 
such an unscrupulous person, she decided 
to stop at nothing to get him. And that’s 
where I came into the picture. 

“Like I said, I was a pretty gay blade, a 
bit too loose with the men. | got caught in 
pregnancy. As soon as I realized it, I near- 
ly went crazy. In the first place, I knew 
the guy couldn’t marry me—he was already 
married! In the second place, it would 
have been a terrible scandal in my family, 
which was strictly religious, full of hell’s 
fire and damnation for all sinners. 


“T went crazy with self pity. I didn’t 
know which way to turn, what to do. I had 
just about decided to run away when I 


Carol one day 
told her 
cat 
sur- 


fell into conversation with 
in a moment of weakness, 
She pounced on it like a 

mouse. I'll never forget the 
and relief that struck me when she 
said, ‘Myrtle, we'll take the baby off your 
hands.’ 

“T agreed readily. 


and, 
the story. 
takes 
prise 


And we worked out 


the details. I never had any idea what 
trouble it would lead to; all I thought 


about was saving myself from scandal! As 
Carol outlined the plan, I would keep on 
working until just before I began to show, 
then both she and I would go out to her 

Arkansas where I would 
She said she would pay the 


aunt’s home in 
have the baby. 
expenses and fooled me completely by tell- 
ing me that the baby would be adopted in 
her parents’ names. She said they were 
just dying to raise another child, but didn’t 
think they could have one of their own. 

“Well, everything went according to plan 
on our end. I took a leave from your Dad’s 
house and Carol and I went out to Ar- 
In due time, the baby came and 
we named it Jimmy—” 

“Jimmy!” I shouted. 

“Yes,” Myrtle 
strength in her voice. 

how I wanted to believe 

no, it couldn’t be 

“Then i 

“That’s right,” Myrtle said. 
my Hamilton is my son.” 
“Wh—Who,” I wanted to know anxious- 
“was the father?” 
“Harold,” she said quietly. 
“But—” 
“Harold was married to his first wife 


kansas. 


said, straining to keep 


“Jimmy Hamilton.” 
but, 


“Your Jim- 
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then.” Myrtle explained. “She died. We 
re married later—” 
It still wasn’t clear. “But, Myrtle, how 
ild mother tell such a—” 
\yrtle sighed. then twisted, trying to find 
more comfortable spot in the bed. 
That’s in the rest of the story: 
“You see, Carol had lied to me about her 
ents wanting a child. She wanted to use 
baby to blackmail your Dad-to-be into 
rrying her instead of your mother. He 
lently had been playing around with 
or else she wouldn’t have tried any 
1 thing. But when we came back from 
\rkansas. your dad and mother were al- 
dy married. I think I realized what was 
p as soon as Carol and I heard that!” 
What did Carol do then?” I asked, sur- 
gly calm and assured on the inside. 
She went ahead with her plans, any- 
Myrtle said, “with a slight change. 
couldn’t marry him now, but she went 
your dad and mother and charged him 
th fathering Jimmy. Your dad denied 
ut Carol insisted that it was the truth. 
Instead of standing by her man. your 
other doubted him. She kept on badger- 
him until he admitted that he had 
1 intimate with Carol. 
Your mother took that as evidence of 
lt. She never let your dad forget it; the 
nstant nagging from her and worry over 
case gave him heart trouble. That’s 
reason why he died so young. He 
etly supported Jimmy up until his death. 
er he died, your mother settled a lump 
m on Carol to keep the story hushed up 


ever. 
Suddenly another thought embarrassed 
“What about you, Myrtle?” I asked. 
tu knew the whole story. You could 
saved Dad’s life—” 
‘I can’t tell you, Peg, how many times in 
life I’ve wished that I had told the 
h.” she said sadly. “God in Heaven 
ows I’ve prayed so many times for for- 
eness for not speaking up. But it all 
ippened so fast. Then, when I went to 
( ol, she threatened to tell the whole 
y to the police and tie me in as part 
the scheme. 
[ guess that if I had sought some advice, 
[ would have learned better. But, Peg, I 
n't the brightest person in the world. 
| I loved my family. I let it ride until 
other day. That’s the whole story; 
it’s what I wanted to see you about—” 
[ must have been holding my breath 
ing most of her talking because I felt 
great urge to exhale. But that didn’t 
lieve the pent-up feeling inside me. I 
dually realized the fullness of Myrtle’s 
elation: / wasn’t Jimmys’ half-sister. 
Ie could be married after all. 
\lyrtle broke into my thoughts. “You 
ed him very much, didn’t you, Peg?” 
More than I can ever tell you, Myrtle. 
He always was the only guy for me.” 
“Would you still marry him, knowing— 
nowing that he was an _ illegitimate 
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“I don’t care, Myrtle,” I said. “Nothing 
14 


that’s happened is his fault. If he is il- 
legitimate then he’s the sweetest illegiti- 
mate child ever born. He’s your son, 
Myrtle.” 

At that. she broke into a fit of sobbing 
and it was several minutes before I could 
help her halt the flow of tears. My heart 
was full of pity, compassion and sympathy 
for this great woman who had lived all 
those years with such a big secret tucked 
away in her soul. How she managed to 
work for mother, how she managed to 
smile. I knew I’d never know. unless she 
felt in some unexplained way that she 
might some day assure my happiness and 
thereby make up for her sin. 

“Peg.” she said, “what’re you going to 
do?” 

“First.” I said. “I’m going to see mother. 
then I'm going to marry Jimmy.” 

“Don’t be too hard on your mother,” 
Myrtle said. surprising me. “She’s suffered 
a lot, too. She’s carried hate in her heart 
all these years. She’s paid the penalty for 
her weakness. And, don’t tell Jimmy now. 
Carol has grown to love him and she and 
her parents have done the best they could. 
If he learns later, he’ll be man enough to 
face it. But there’s nothing I could do as a 
mother, for him now and I may not be 
around long enough for him to learn to love 
me—” 

“Don’t Myrtle—” 

“There’s nothing to worry about, Peg,” 
she said. “Nothing at all. Marry your man 
and take your happiness. You have my 
blessings. Everything will turn out all 
right. I know—” 





WALKED all the way from Myrtle’s 

little house to our big house, leaving my 
things for Harold to bring over later. And, 
all the way. I tried to figure what I would 
say when I faced mother. Should I accuse 
her of lying to me? Should I break off 
with her and leave home? Should I get 
nasty with her or should I try to keep the 
peace between us? My meeting with her 
was, I knew, anti-climactic. It was an un- 


5 ae, ae ae ae ae ae ae ae a a a ae ae ae a a ae a a a ae 


THE LOVE LIFE 


OF TWINS 
BY THE SPENCE SISTERS 


In the December TAN 


i a a a a a a a a ee a 


pleasant task I had to perform before go. 
ing to my lover. The sooner I got it over 
the better. 
I thought mother would faint when | 
walked into the living room. She arose 
straight out of the sofa in surprise. then 
sank back weakly, her hands going to her 
head. She blinked her eyes as if to make 
sure I was truly there in the flesh, real, 
back from California— 
“Hello, mother.” I said it casually to 
play up my moment of triumph. 
*Peg—Peg.” she stammered, “where did 
you come from?” 
“Myrtle’s.” I said, wary of her reaction, 
I think that I expected an explosion from 
her, but none came. She realized the game 
was up; she knew that I now knew every. 
thing; she knew that I could stand there 
and call her, my mother, a liar and that 
there was nothing she could do about it, 
She knew that I could blame her indirectly 
for Dad’s death. She knew I could heap 
coals of fire on her head. I knew it. too. 
But I no longer wanted to do it. Motheri 
wasn’t so important any more. Not that 
way. 
“I’m going to marry Jimmy, mother,” | 
said. “I hope at last you’ve come to your 
senses.” 
Mother appeared to age years and years 
right before my eyes. Lines I’d_ never 
noticed, came into her face, detracting 
from her stately beauty. It seemed that 
gray hairs gleamed out of the solid mass 
of black that hung to her shoulders. And 
her eyes seemed clouded and old and 
weary. I’d never seen my mother this way. 
For a fleeting moment, I felt the urge to 
run and hug her, but I had too much to 
remember. 
Finally, she spoke. ‘“Peg—Peg,” she 
said, “can you ever forgive me?” 
“You'll have to earn it,” I said coldly. 
I walked to the ’phone to dial Jimmy and 
to tell him that I was home again, com 
pletely well, and ready to go see the 
preacher man, 


THE END 
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Why I 
Remain 
A Bachelor 





(Continued from Page 31) 


e twice. Hotel maids, wardrobe mistresses, 
barmaids, salesgirls, stenographers. women 
touring Europe—even peasant girls—in 
Nita’s eyes, I was either going with or hav- 
ng affairs with every one of them. 

This jealousy was her “magnificent ob- 
ession.”” But I wasn’t used to that kind of 
hing. Dorothy wasn’t jealous of me; she 
oked at life through grownup eyes and 

had that wonderful ability of seeing 
life as it is and recognizing the fact that 
yple are also human. 

3ut none of that for Nita. I was her man 
and every woman was automatically her 

emy or, at least someone to suspect of 
lirting with me. 

I think people don’t really understand 
hat jealousy can do to them and most 

rtainly, Nita didn’t. There were times 
when I would wish I were in Timbuctoo— 
nywhere, just so long as I could duck 
from her constant nagging. 

If I looked at another woman and she 
aw me looking at one, I was in love with 

if woman. 

[f | tipped my hat to a woman fan who 

just seen me in my act on the stage, 
I was making a date to slip away to some 
ndezvous with her. 

If, when we were in a night club and a 
yman with a male escort sent us a com- 
plimentary drink, I could win bets that 
Nita would claim I was carrying on a clan- 

tine affair with the woman. 

If the telephone rang for me in a hotel 
lobby where we might be staying and a 

1an was on the other end of the line, 
Nita would swear it was a former sweet- 

from the States or some woman I 
| met elsewhere during my wide travels. 

If I. in talking in Nita’s presence, men- 
oned a preference among the women stars 

the Italian or American cinema, I was 

ot water again. 

\s you may probably realize, I have met 

ny celebrities of stage, screen, radio, 
elevision and the world of sports since 
Fayard and I have been in show business. 
[ count many of them as good friends and 
People like Ava 





pect them as such. 


Gardner, Dorothy Lamour, Bob Hope, Ab- 


t and Costello, Betty Hutton, Frank Sin- 
itra, Martha Raye, Dinah Shore, Groucho 
Marx. 
[ have met hundreds of others from the 
rid of sports—I’m a great golf, baseball, 

ing and football fan—people I like to 
seen with. And there has always been 
large group of people who have fol- 
wed Fayard and me through our engage- 


ments at the Cotton Club, the Zanzibar, the 


Roxy, Palladium, Ciros, and the dozens of 
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other famous theaters and night clubs. 
They have watched us, in many cases, grow 
up from short pants kids in Harlem to 
where we are today. 

I am not willing to let anyone, not even 
the woman I love, make me alienate the 
admiration and friendship of such folks. 
Neither do I plan to let such a woman cow 
me into passing them up with a hurried 
“how do you do” or “glad to meetcha” 
sort of thing. 

That’s not in my makeup and I don’t 
ever want it said that Harold Nicholas has 
developed a “big head.” 

These, then, are some of the things I ran 
into during my affair with Nita. These are 
also some of the reasons why we are still 
friends but not still on the road to mar- 
riage, and why I remain a bachelor. 

The life of a bachelor, I must admit at 
this point, isn’t all it’s cooked up to be. 

I know. 

Most people, when they think of bach- 
elors, think of handsome fellows with ex- 
pensive apartments, valets, luxurious Jag- 
uars in their garages; guys who are among 
the first-nighters at the big theater open- 
ings and who have box seats at the races 
and ball games and who are never seen 
without their homburgs, canes, waistcoats 
and spats. 

What they don’t know, however, is the 
lonely life a bachelor lives. His evenings 
are often spent in some bar, talking with 
the fellows and joining them in “looking 
over” any new female “talent” that might 
come in. If it isn’t that, he may be found 
in his lonesome apartment playing records, 
looking at television or twiddling his 
thumbs waiting for somebody to call him 
on the telephone. 

With me there is no valet. I travel too 
much to maintain an apartment. The best 
I can do is to rent a hotel suite as we 
town-hop it to fill our engagements. 

In such cases, I don’t have what the 
lucky guys who are married can brag about. 
For example: Fayard can look forward to 
returning to Los Angeles and to his wife, 
Geraldine, and their two lovely kids. Tony 
and Didier. When he’s feeling in the 
dumps, there is always a letter from his 
“Jerry” to pep him up. 

I can look forward to more mail, how- 
ever, than he. But that’s an empty honor 
since none of these letters are from persons 
I can claim completely. Most of them are 
from girls. Usual stuff. Stage-struck kids, 
autograph fiends, those who fall in love 
with whoever has his name in the big lights. 

But you get smart enough not to get tan- 
gled with these kind of girls. Yet, some 
of them make you wish you weren't too 
smart for they are very pretty. I know be- 
cause they send me their pictures. Many 
of them offer themselves completely if you 

only pay them some attention. That’s when 
I nearly break my neck getting on the 
other side of the street. That kind of girl 
can ruin me quick. 

Some successful bachelors I know spend 
their spare time chasing after such girls. 
They have them in crops with as many as a 


dozen with whom they play around on wha 
looks to me like a seasonal schedule. Tha 
is to say during the winter months, they’ 
have one set of female playmates, anothej 
in the spring, then go through the summe 
with still another flock. 

I just can’t do these things, myseli 
While I'll admit I know different girls i; 
different cities, I claim that isn’t like hay 
ing a bunch of them in one town and al 
of them knowing about the other. 

Actually, my bachelorhood days sine 
Dorothy have been romantic excursions t 
avoid loneliness. 

That’s why I’m so careful about whom] 
talk to more than casually or whom I may 
kiss. Women can lead you right over th 
cliff if you aren’t on your toes all the time 

Since they have heard so much about the 
Nicholas Brothers, most women I meet be. 
lieve my brother and I to be millionaires 

But I’m not rich. I’m not even moderate. 
ly wealthy. I earn good money, have earned 
it all my life, but that does not mean I've 
been permitted to keep all the money I'v 
made. 

Uncle Sam has a lot to say about that 
More than I wish he had to both say and 
do about the money I’ve earned with my 
feet and voice. But who am I to buck the 
government that has made the Nichola 
Brothers possible? 

Women, hearing that I am a _ liberal 
spender, sometimes try to “play me” for a 
sucker. But I’ve forgotten more of those 
tricks than most of them know. I can ree. 
ognize phony females the minute I see o 
hear them talk. I work hard for what | 
earn. Nobody gives me anything. I have 
to dance to get it. 

At the same time, those women who fig: 
ure me to be a good prospect don’t know 
that I am ready for them and can answer 
any question they might ask. 

But this does not mean that I’m read; 
to sacrifice my manhood, and independence. 
or my career just to settle down to the dom 
ination of some woman who might say pret: 
ty things until I get her past the preacher. 

I consider myself too wary for that. Not 
smart, for I’m not bragging, but am trying 
to tell you my story as best I can in order 
that things about me can be cleared up 
once and for all. That’s why I’m still 2 

bachelor. 

That is why I’m glad I don’t have the 
usual inhibitions about crossing the color 
line when one’s happiness is the main issue. 

I like European women, not just because 





they are white, but because they meet a 
standard I have for women who have a st | 
perior capacity for understanding and en [ 
joying life. 

If Zulu women had this standard, I would 
like them just as well and, perhaps Id 
probably go all the way for one because 
race and color are no barriers to beauty 
and intellect. 

During my four years in Europe, I once 
fell heavily for a girl. Her name was Liz 
Toparte and she was a Parisian actress. Lil 
and I hit it off immediately after we had 
been introduced at a sidewalk cafe on the 








Montr 
and t 
a chal 
ered | 
Bes 
talents 
was, I 
love. 
lookin 
bloom 
mornil 
We 
us thr 
Or 1 
mornil 
when | 
made | 
thorou 
Tha 
But 
ina pl 
I ha 
shock 
the ty 
wife. 
in the 
At | 
today 
with m 
cause 
Ther 
my life 
divorce 
what o 
though 
for me 
has sit 
official. 
me wh 
ing pic 
“All 
over h 
“T’'ve | 
would. 
Peoy 
you th 
are SOI 
the wo 
speak, 
faces i 
wester! 
dinner: 
This 
per cle 
much t 
look a 
cussion 
her. 
We 1 
masses 
other ; 
easily 
in our | 
one an 
seemed 
my talk 
Ther 
said it. 
“Har 
ages.” 
“Hoy 


about | 





on wha 
le. Tha 
; they’ 
anothey 
sum me 


myself 
girls ir 
ke hay 


and al 


S$ sinc 
sions t 


vhom | 
I may 
ver the 
e time 
out the 
eet be 
naires 
derate. 
earned 
in I've 
ey I’ve 


t that 
ry and 
th my 
ck the 


Cc holas 


liberal 
fora 
those 
n ree: 
see OF 
yhat ] 

have 


10 fig: 
know 
nswer 


ready 
lence, 
dom- 
pret 
cher. 
. Not 
rying 
order 
d up 
rill a 
> a 
color 
ssue. 
ause 
et a 
a SU 


1 en- f 


ould 
Td 
ause 
auty 


ynce 
Liz 
Lin 
had 
the 





Montmartre. She had seen my act before 
and told me she admired my work. I got 
a chance to see her in a show and consid- 
ered her a very able and gifted actress. 

Beside all this. she had looks and the 
talents of the high-born European lady she 
was, not ignorant of the requirements of 
love. She was gay. romantic, and forever 
looking toward the spring when the flowers 
bloom and when the dew sparkles in the 
morning on the bud. 

We walked or drove as the mood struck 
us through the lovely French countryside. 

Or we walked hand-in-hand in the early 
morning along the gay boulevards of Paris 
when the milk wagons and delivery trucks 
made most of the noise on the still-deserted 


' thoroughfares. 


That was when I knew love again. 

But the brave. exquisite Liz was killed 
in a plane crash. 

I have not yet 
shock of her unexpected death. 
the type of woman I might select for a 
wife. She often said I was the only man 
in the world for her. 

At least, I can worship her memory; 
today I have to live, for life isn’t to be 
with me forever. The reason I know is be- 


fully recovered from the 
She was 


cause Liz told me so. 

There have been many other women in 
my life—one, a seductive, exotic, charming 
divorcee in Istanbul. Turkey. She was some- 
what older than I and at one time Fayard 
thought I was wading in water too deep 
for me to escape from. This woman, who 
has since remarried her husband, a state 
oficial, told me she had fallen in love with 
me when she saw me dancing in the mov- 
ing picture, The Pirate. 

“All my life.” she told me one evening 
over hot cups of black sugarless coffee, 
“T've been waiting for you. I knew you 
would come to me for Allah willed it to be.” 

People who have been to Turkey will tell 
you that in this land of the Arabian Nights 
are some of the most beautiful women in 
the world. They have been liberated. so to 
speak, from the old customs of hiding their 
faces in public, and many of them wear 
western clothes, go to theaters, dances and 
dinners and smoke in public. 

This woman, however, being of the up- 
per class and a person who had enjoyed 
much travel, was cosmopolitan in her out- 
look and perfectly competent in any dis- 
cussion or conversation that might engage 
her, 

We talked politics—the relations of the 
masses of people the world over to one an- 
other; how time and distance can be so 
easily bridged today to bring together, as 
in our case, people who should have known 
one another from the beginning. It all 
seemed like a fantasy, a gorgeous dream, 
my talking to this deliciously lovely woman. 

Then without a word of warning, she 
said it. 

“Harold, I’ve been in love with you for 
ages,” 

“How,” I wanted to know, “did you know 
about me when you’ve never seen me in 


person before and don’t know anybody who 
knows me?” 

It was here that she told me about her 
seeing The Pirate. 

“Oh, that!” I said. “But how could any- 
one fall in love with me that way?” know- 
ing perfectly well that it is common for 
women and girls to fall in love—or to fancy 
themselves in love—with photographs and 
even verbal descriptions of men. 

It was then that I learned that not only 
I but other American Negroes are heroes 
to women in foreign lands. They get mag- 
azines, newspapers, see moving pictures or 
hear phonograph records of the top singers, 
dancers. actors and performers. musicians 
and athletes in the States. 

Thus they have a chance to fall in love 
with them even though they have not and 
may never see them in the flesh. 

My Turkish friend said she felt it in her 
bones that she would one day meet me in 
person. “Don’t ask me why,” she said. 
“Just let us both know that it was the will 
of Allah.” 

Now I don’t know who Allah is. although 
millions of people in the Near East worship 
him. But I do know that Allah has my 
everlasting thanks for introducing me to 
this lush lady who made life for me in 
Istanbul one long sunshiny holiday. She 
taught me things about Turkey, its cus- 
toms and its traditions that I consider a 
vital part of my education. Furthermore, 
she gave me lessons in love which left me 
far wiser than I’ve been in this respect at 
any stage of my flitting, fast-paced busy 
life. 

But day must always end and the time 
to part arrive. 

We left Istanbul for other places where 
schedules did not permit me to remain long 
enough to get involved in love affairs. For 
this Fayard says he is eternally grateful. 
Not that he objects to my playing around 
and having a good time. Fayard is for all 
that for I don’t know of anybody in the 
world who has a better and more under- 
standing brother than I. But Fayard’s con- 
cern is that I might get hurt or get in- 
volved in something that won’t be easy to 
get out of. 

Like a scandal. Maybe, falling in love 
with some woman I shouldn’t. I have yet 
to be mixed up in a scandal and take all 
due precautions that I won’t. 

Perhaps I might be too impetuous in 
falling in love with women I haven’t taken 
the proper time to study and evaluate. But 
luck has been with me. Thus far (and I’ve 
got my fingers crossed) in every case love 
has been mutual. 

I just don’t believe I’m going to get 
mixed up with an insincere woman. I don’t 
seem to attract them. I know there are lots 
of girls around whom I might see for a few 
days or so. But they also know the score 
and are willing to let it stand at what it 
turns out to be. 

What I’m concerned 
Fayard’s concern white-hot about what I 
do or whom I become involved with. 
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Fayard is safe. He’s steady and sure of 
himself. I’m a bit flighty, given to moods, 
either gay or deeply morbid. Fayard thinks 
twice before he does anything—even in his 
handsprings, his leaps, splits or what-have- 
you in our act. 

Me? I just go ahead and do it. If I fall 
and bust my skull, I just figure it to be 
part of the penalty one has to pay in put- 
ting his best foot forward the first time out. 
Only trouble with this sort of thinking, 
however, is that you should test the ice 
before you skate. 

By that I mean understanding what 
you're doing or what you’re in. There have 
been cases in which I have been out in the 
water up to my ears and have succeeded in 
swimming back to the shore before I got 
overwhelmed by the tide. 

This all dovetails in with the reason why 
I’m still a bachelor. 

Right now I’m obsessed with the person- 
alities of two wonderful girls. One is Rhoda 
Wynn. former campus queen at Atlanta 
University. Rhoda, now living in New York, 
is an employee at Harlem Hospital. There 
are things about Rhoda that set her apart 
from all the women I’ve met. With her 
natural beauty, grace, charm and _ intelli- 








gence, she has the ability to make any man 
deliriously happy, including me. 

She has something else that neither the 
countess nor Liz could possess: the right 
to a place in Negro society. 

I spoke of two wonderful girls—Rhoda 
Wynn, who will insist truthfully that her 
relationship with me is “merely good 
friendship.” She'll tell you, “He’s a very : 
good friend of mine, that’s all. I like him | 
but we are not engaged. I don’t know if we 
will ever be. Those reports that we plan 
to be married are all incorrect.” All this | 
is the truth. | 

It is also the same in regards to Mamie | 
Moore, the ex-wife of guitar wizard Oscar | 
Moore, who was once the mainstay of the | 
old King Cole Trio. Mamie is divorced | 
from Oscar and we frequently correspond, | 
Nothing more—as yet. 

When we were in Mexico, I met and fell | 
hard for the fiery Gina Fieros, daughter of 
a wealthy Mexican cattle rancher. Maybe, 
there may be something there if I return | 
soon to the land below the border. But 
there is one thing I do know: Once I give 
up my freedom, that will be the end of life 
as I now live it. I intend to keep it this 


way. THE END 


EE 





Stars and Numbers 
(Continued from Page 6) 
justment or new arrangements until after 

the 24th of the month. 

Those born under the water and earth 
signs of the Zodiac—Cancer, Scorpio, 
Pisces, Taurus, Virgo and Capricorn—are 
directly in the path of strong planet cur- 
rents in November and can accomplish 
much more than they expect if they will 
only put forth an effort. Scorpio-born are 
in the lead this month in many ways but 
results will depend largely upon how well 
they have prepared themselves in past 
months for present opportunities. 

October 25 to November 5th birthdays 
are in line for new responsibilities, more 
work, longer hours and, in some instances, 
added problems. They should give strict 
attention to their health and not be caught 
unawares. Some special advantage and, in 
many cases, “good luck” is promised June 
20th to 30th and February 20th to March 
4th birthdays. 

Venus, the planet of love affairs and so- 
cial life, intensifies such gains from No- 
vember 12th into December, beginning with 
Scorpio and spreading to Cancer, Pisces, 
Taurus, Virgo and Capricorn-born. An old 
love affair may be revived at this time but, 
in some instances, there may be a chilling 
of what appeared to be a potentially torrid 
affair. 

The air and fire sign birthdays have the 
benefit of an active Mars in Libra and the 
good fortune of Jupiter from the sign Gem- 
ini. Some special gains, luck and improve- 


ment are forecast for those with birthdays 
under the signs of Aries, Gemini, Leo, Li- 
bra, Sagittarius and Aquarius, This is par- 
ticularly so for February 12-18, April 13-19, 
June 14-20, August 15-21, October 15-23 


and December 15-23 persons. Romance, 
with a lively tingle, is added for good 
measure. 

The Ist, 7th, 8th, llth, 14th, 15th, 22nd 
and 23rd stand out as dates to be used for 
forming new attachments, clinching engage- 
ments, weddings and other social affairs. 
The 7th stands out as preferred. Avoid the 
18th and 19th. The full moon of the 19th 
and 20th marks the high spot of the month 
when romance flourishes and marital bliss 
reaches a new high. 

Number combinations are 1, 4 and 7; 3 
6 and 9, with 9 in the lead. Those born 
on November 9, 18th and 29th have a spe- 
cial “luck” portent for their birthdays. 

November presents the following dates 
favoring the conduct of important matters 
for birthdays under the twelve signs of the 
Zodiac: 

Aries—2, 4, 5, 12, 16, 20, 23, 25, 29. 

Taurus—1l, 5, 7, 10, 15, 19, 20, 23, 28. 

Gemini—3, 5, 12, 15, 17, 21, 23, 26, 30. 

Cancer—1, 6, 8, 16, 22, 23, 24, 27, 29. 

Leo—2, 5, 8, 9, 15, 21, 25, 27, 29, 36. 

Virgo—1, 3, 6, 8, 11, 16, 19, 22pm, 28, 30. 

Libra—(2 pm) 4, 6, 8, 12, 15, 16, 21, 25, 


2%. 

Scorpio—l, 5, 8, 9, 11, 15, 16, 23, 24, 28. 

Sagittarius—3, 4, 8, 9, 11, 13, 15, 22, 26, | 
30. 

Capricorn—l, 6, 8, 11, 15, 16, 19, 22, os, 
29. 

Aquarius—(2 pm), 3, 5, 8, 9, 13, 15, 21, 
27, 30. 

Pisces—l, 6, 8, 11, 15, 17, 19, 23, 27, 29. 

Those who do not know the sign of ihe | 
Zodiac under which they were born may 
obtain this information by sending a self 
addressed, stamped envelope together witl 
their birth date to Helen Sides, % Tan, 
1820 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16. 
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I Want 
To Be 
A Negro 


(Continued from Page 25) 





and helped me through many tight places. 

Queenie had three daughters of her own 
and I became like a fourth, a regular mem- 
ber of the Buckner family. She taught me 
a lot about life in show business and life 
in general. I shall always have a great 
admiration for her and every time I am in 
Akron, where she now lives, I visit her. 

All of this time—I can see now—I was 
unconsciously building up certain attitudes 
and ideas regarding whites and Negroes. 
Actually, I was a white person, but I saw 
life through the eyes of the colored people 
who had come to be my friends down 
through the years. And the more I thought 
“Negro”, the more disgusted I became with 
white people and with myself for not doing 
something about the injustices and slights 
which Negroes suffered. 

To me, so-called “society” is a farce and 
I want no part of it. There is too much 
pretense, too much four-flushing to suit me. 
When I am in the company of my Negro 
friends, however, I do not feel this way. 
Life with them seems genuine, more down- 
to-earth, full of more contentment and pure 
happiness. 


S FAR AS I can recall, I have had but 
+4 two unpleasant experiences with Ne- 
groes. I was going with a Negro boy a 
couple of years ago. We had an argument 
over something trivial and he tried to beat 
me up. I had a little knife in my hand bag 
and cut him up pretty badly but he never 
prosecuted me,—just considered it a.closed 
issue and our friendship at an end. 

The other incident took place about three 
years ago when a Negro woman dancer, 
who was appearing at the same theater 
where I was doing my exotic dance routine, 
threw a knife at me while I was on stage. 
Fortunately, someone shouted and I ducked 
in time to avoid being hit. 

Actually, these two experiences could 
have happened just as easily had all of the 
principals been white. In both cases, the 
fact that I was white was merely incidental. 
The basic causes of the conflicts ran much 
deeper than skin pigmentation. So I write 
them off as inconsequential. I couldn’t af- 
ford to let them color my thinking as far as 
the Negro-race is concerned. 

Several years ago, I had an experience 
which did a lot to help me reach my deci- 
sion on the whole matter of race. Accom- 
panied by two male Negro friends, I was 
motoring to Ohio when we stopped at a 
restaurant in South Bend, Indiana, home of 
the famed Notre Dame University. 

We walked in, were served without inci- 
dent, and had a most enjoyable meal. As 
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we were leaving the place. however, two 
police cars, sirens screaming. roared up and 
came to a screeching stop beside our 
parked car. Four officers jumped out, sur- 
rounded us and told us that we were under 
arrest. It seems that someone in the restau- 
rant had called the officers while we were 
eating. 

They told us that we were all under ar- 
rest—the men because they were suspected 
of having dope in their possession. and I, 
on a charge of vagrancy, despite the fact 
that I had a little better than $100 in my 
purse. We were taken to the jail, refused 
the right to make any telephone calls and 
locked up in cells. 

We were kept for six days before we 
were brought to trial, the presumption be- 
ing that it took the officers that long to 
conduct an investigation. In court. we were 
all dismissed and told to get out of town 
and not return. I would bet all the tea in 
China that if the men had been white or 
had I been a Negro, we would never have 
been picked up. 

Although I was bitter about the entire 
incident, I couldn’t help but feel sorry for 
the people who did this to us. Actions such 
as this are so asinine, so stupid, so utterly 
ridiculous! Here we were, law-abiding, 
well-dressed and well-behaved citizens, 
minding our own business, yet. because we 
had the desire to be associated together out 
of a common interest. we had to be treated 
as if we were common criminals! 

I suppose I come by my attitudes natural- 
ly because I am told that my father felt 
the same way as I do about many of these 
things. Had he lived, I am sure that he 
would have agreed with a lot of the things 
that I have done. In all probability he 
would agree 100 per cent with my decision 
to “resign” from the white race and be 
known as a Negro the rest of my life. 

Several years ago. while I was working at 
Calumet City, Illinois. I met a Negro man 
who probably had the kind of influence on 
my life that my father would have had. He 
was a saxophone player in the club band. 
One day he called me aside. 

“T'd like to give you some advice, honey.” 
he said smilingly. “I’ve been around this 
business for quite a while now and there 
are some things that go and some that 
don’t.” He then proceeded to tell me about 
something that he had seen me do that he 
didn’t think was quite right. 

I actually surprised myself by taking his 
advice rather than blowing my top, because 
that is the way I usually reacted to volun- 
tary counsel. I found out that the man 
had a son and that his interest in me was 
more platonic than otherwise. In this busi- 
ness, you know, one must always be on 
guard lest somebody come up on the blind 
side. We have to look every gift horse 
right in the mouth. 

Years later, when I was fishing around 
for a stage name, I decided to use my 
benefactor’s last name—I thought that 


much of him. There’s another story about 
how I selected my first name, but suffice it 


to say that it is the feminine counterpart 
of a male name that appealed to me—a 
name which many of you would easily 
recognize because of the prominence of the 
man. 

I was a brash, young kid during my early 
days in show business and I have many last- 
ing impressions of those days. And, as | 
look back upon key incidents in my life, | 
find a Negro connected in some way with 
every one. So it shouldn’t be hard for you 
to see what has made me like I am. 

I make my home in Chicago in a quiet 
Negro neighborhood and, whenever I get 
the chance, I take dancing lessons from 
Jimmy Payne, the noted dancing instructor 
whose studio is located in the Loop. I have 
been interested in primitive dancing for 
some time and Jimmy, in my book, is the 
greatest to teach it. 

During my brief career, I have played a 
lot of club dates—white clubs, Negro clubs 
and black and tan clubs—but my most 
satisfying engagements have been at Negro 
clubs. I’ve played the Crown Propeller on 
Chicago’s South Side; the Town Casino in 
Cleveland, the Crystal Caverns in Wash- 
ington, and the Flame in Detroit, and it is 
in clubs such as these that I received my 
most enthusiastic response. 

The same thing is true, in large measure. 
of my dealings with the operators and man- 
agers of Negro clubs. In many of the white 
clubs, however, I have come across some 
rather crude deals. I shall never forget the 
experience that I had at one of these clubs. 

The day that I reported for work, the 
management was most gracious, almost to 


the point of being condescending. “Can we 
get you a drink, Miss Young? Is your 


dressing room okey, Miss Young? Would 
you like to rehearse now?” and numerous 
other questions indicating management's 
solicitude with my comfort and wellbeing. 

Everything went smoothly for the first 
two nights, and then it happened. I was 
in my dressing room just before the last 
show when there was a rap at the door. 
When I opened it there stood the club 
owner, beaming. 

“lm having a little party after the last 
show, Miss Young,” he said, somewhat hesi- 
tantly, “and we’d like very much to have 
you join us. Just a few friends of mine— 
and some of the girls. It'll be very in- 
formal—a chance for everyone to get ac- 
quainted and to let their hair down.” 

“How nice,” I replied, having already 
heard something about the kind of parties 
he was known to give, and the people who 
attended. “And what am I supposed to do 
—just be a guest?” 

He paused for a minute, chewing reflec- 
tively on the big cigar that protruded from 
the side of his mouth, then said: “Well, I'd 
sort of expect you to be nice to me and my 
friends. y’ know,” and he winked meaning- 
fully. 

“No, thanks,” I said, my blood pressure 
rising by the minute, “I’d rather not go to 
that kind of a party.” 

From that night on, the patronizing air 
that had greeted me upon my arrival, was 
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replaced by an attitude of rank hostility. 
I had been accustomed to go behind the bar 
and get myself a coke and a glass of ice 
between shows. I did it because the bar 
was usually crowded and if I waited to be 
served, it would take more time than I 
wanted to spare. 

That next night when I went behind the 
bar as usual, the bartender gruffly told me 
that it was against the rules for me to do 
so. If I waited, he would serve me a coke, 
he said, but it would cost me 70 cents. Be- 
lieve me when I say that I never got quite 
that thirsty during the remainder of my 
engagement! 

On the other hand, my relations with 
owners and managers of Negro clubs have 
never involved me in any “deals” or “prop- 
They have treated me as an 
I have not been 


ositions.” 
artist, not as a property. 
asked to participate in any “freak” parties 
or threatened with reprisals if I refused. 
It is only natural, then, that I should enjoy 
working in Negro clubs. 

I had been thinking for a long time about 
not accepting any more white bookings and 
then, one day after a hassle with one of my 
agents, out of a clear sky, I made the deci- 
sion to declare my intentions, so to speak. 
I advised all agents handling my bookings 
that from now on, I want to be booked and 
billed as a Negro. 

It was not only the personal contacts that 
I had had with Negroes that led me to such 
a decision but the things which I had read 
and heard about Negroes in general. In 
addition to reading the Negro weekly 
papers I had read a number of books and 
articles on Negro achievement, among these 
Booker T. Washington, Dr. George W. Car- 
ver, Dr. Ralph Bunche, Jackie Robinson 
and Joe Louis. 

By my standards, the Negro race is the 
greatest! Add to this the fact that some 
two-thirds of the world’s population is com- 
posed of representatives of the so-called 
darker races and it is not hard to see that 
white people are really a minority in the 
world. So what have they got to crow 
about? What have they got that makes 
them want to classify others as inferiors? 


] HAD THOUGHT of all this before I 

made my decision, so I was prepared 
when the booking agents began looking 
at me as if I had just escaped from the nut 
house when I told them what I wanted them 
to do. 
(and it didn’t take long) not only did my 
bookings drop but the price of my act did, 


As soon as the word got around 


too. 

One agent told me that he could book me 
as white into a white club for $275 a week 
but if he booked me into a Negro club as a 
Negro attraction he could offer me only 
$100. This is about typical of the differen- 
tial, so you can see that I am losing money 
on the deal, at least, for a while. 

However, it will be a lot easier on me 
mentally to be billed as a Negro. I made 
a lot of money in some of the top white 
clubs, billed as a white attraction, but I 








was so unhappy and dissatisfied that I spent 
most of it trying to get relief from my 
troubles. I don’t drink, so I can’t drown 
my troubles that way as some people do. 
My extravagances turn to buying clothes 
and jewelry that I don’t need, taking a 
taxicab to ride a mere two blocks, paying 
rent in the swankiest places and eating 
high-priced meals. 

As a Negro, I won’t be seeking such 
escape from my unhappiness and the money 
I earn, although less, will go farther and I 
will have peace of mind which, after all, is 
something that buy. Tm 
moody, but I’m not hard to satisfy. I am 
happy as long as people leave me alone. 

One of these days, I hope to get married. 
I suppose that I will naturally be expected 
to marry a Negro, but that’s not a prime 
requisite. I would like to marry a man 
between 25 and 35 years old, possibly some- 
body in show business or somebody with at 
least a knowledge of what show business is 
all about. It could be a dancer or a musi- 
cian, but certainly someone whose leisure 
hours would coincide with mine. 

Right now, I don’t have such a person in 
mind but when and if I do marry, I want 
to continue with my career for a while 
longer. I am still studying, trying hard to 
perfect my art. With a repertoire which 
includes Oriental, Afro-Cuban, strip, exotic 
and shake dancing—in addition to the 
primitive I have been studying, I have 
plenty of room for improvement. 

My act usually has me on stage from 
three to seven minutes. Most white audi- 
ences prefer the shake and strip routines, 
while Negro audiences go more for Afro- 
Cuban and exotic dancing. I dance to 
blues music and often use “Night Train” 
as my theme. At one white club, I was on 
the floor for 40 minutes, taking seven en- 
cores, for the shake routine I was doing. 

Right here, I'd like to set the record 
straight on one score. My admiration for 
Negroes includes women and children as 
well as men. So often, when a non-sepian 
woman lets it be known that she likes Ne- 
groes, it is taken to mean that this has its 
basis solely in sex. Ill admit that there 
have been white women who have made 
fools of themselves over Negro men. I have 
been called a “n—— lover” and some other 
unprintable names, but this doesn’t faze me 


money can't 


at all. 

Actually, this whole 
Negro men being greater lovers than whites 
warm- 


business about 
is just a lot of apple sauce. A 
blooded white man has it all over a frigid 
Negro and vice-versa. It’s all in the in- 
dividual, not his race. And I’m certain 
that the same thing goes for women. 

Naturally, if I marry, I want a home and 
children—the things any normal woman 
desires. I will want my children to grow 
up as Negroes, to know life as Negroes live 
it. Sure, there may be some obstacles in 
their path which do not stand in the way 
of white children, but there’s nothing that 
says that they will always be there. 

I have never lived in the deep South, so 
I don’t know what my reaction would be if 
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the way thousands of 
physicians and dentists recommend. 


HERE’S WHY .... Anacin is like a doctor's 
prescription. That is, Anacin contains not 
just one but a combination of medically 
proved active ingredients. No other product 
gives faster, longer-lasting relief from pain 
of headache, neuralgia, neuritis than Anacin 
tablets. Buy Anacin® today! 






















: Baking is one of 


America’s high industries in wages. 
Not seasonable, but year ‘round good 
field for trained and experienced men. 
Thorough basic spare time home study 
course lays solid foundation. If you have 
the aptitude for this type of work, send for 
FREE Booklet, “Opportunities in Com- 
mercial Baking.”’ 
NATIONAL BAKING SCHOOL 
835 Diversey Pkwy., Dept. 3238, Chicago 14, il. 
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tomers will be delighted with the fit, quality, and value. 


SEND NO MONEY...Get FREE Case Today! 


This is your opportunity to earn a fine income in your 
full time or spare time year after year. You'll say this 
is the most profitable and pleasant work you ever did. 
Hurry! Sample cases are limited. Rush name, address, 
and age today. Everything you need to start is FREE! 


PROGRESS TAILORING CO. 
500 S. THROOP STREET, DEPT. C-364* CHICAGO 7, ILL. 
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Complexion 
Grief 


Don’t let 
pimples, 
blackheads, 
ugly rashes 
get you down! 





You can do something about it. Yes, 
now you can do more than just dream 
about a clearer, smoother skin. Thou- 
sands have proved it! Those happy 
people know what happens when they 
use Palmer’s SKIN-SUCCESS Soap. 


MEDICATED FOAM WORKS WONDERS 
This deep-acting complexion care goes 
right to work clearing away those sur- 
face skin germs that often aggravate 
the infection. Notice how fast it eases 
the irritation... how it helps your skin 

mell sweeter...how your skin is 
perked up with a feeling 
of healthy vitality. 


“Nothing succeeds like 

, SUCCESS” because only 
SKIN-SUCCESS Soap has this medical 
skin-prescription formula. That is why it 
is absolutely guaranteed: Money back 
if not delighted with the results 


ee 
SKIN-SUCCESS OINTMENT |fF—~ ~~ 
° MER’ 
gives blessed relief from Skin 
stubborn itching misery 
of eczema, ringworm, etc. SrSHt 
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I had been born and bred there. But with 
a Northern background and family tree 
such as I have, I don’t see how I could act 
otherwise. 

The day is not far off, however, when a 
decision such as I have made will not cause 
raised eyebrows—it will be so common- 
place. After all, the world is getting 
smaller every day and the sooner we learn 
to love and to get along with ALL people, 
the better off all of us will be. 





Each of us has his own life to live. We 
hear so much about “life, liberty and the 
pursuit of happiness” that individual pref- 
erences should be taken as a matter of 
course. For me, I am certain that I can 
find my greatest happiness as a Negro, and 
no matter what others may say, that’s the 
way it’s going to be from now on. 


THE END 





Dearly Beloved 
(Continued from Page 5) 


ahead and tell her that you are an adult 
and have enough sense to make your own 
decisions. But remember not to come cry- 
ing on her shoulder for advice later on. 


Dear Mrs, Jackson: I am a very light Negro 
girl and could easily pass for white if I 
chose. However I am quite satisfied with 
my race and have no desire to change over 
into something that I’m not. My trouble 
comes at my school when I want to be 
friends with everybody but the kids are 
hesitant about accepting me into their 
group. 

I am very unhappy over the fact and 
have done everything in my power to prove 
my worth as a “real Negro.” Somehow or 
other, things never turn out right and I’m 
left strictly alone. This has been going on 
for about six months now, since my parents 
moved and I entered a new school. Please 
help me over this obstacle as it’s making 
me very unhappy. 

Arlene 
Dear Arlene: As soon as your fellow stu- 
dents discover that you are a nice girl and 
not a snobbish, color-conscious fanatic, I 
am certain that they will accept you into 
their group. Begin first by making friends 
with the girls. In math class, or gym or 
English be very friendly to the girl sitting 
next to you. 

Invite her to the drug store or corner 
sweet shop after school for a coke session. 
Once there, tell her you are having a diffi- 
cult time getting adjusted. She will more 
than likely introduce you to her gang as 
they come in to sip cokes and soon you will 
know quite a few people. 

One word of warning however, let the 
boys strictly alone except for casual friend- 
ships until you see just who is paired off 
with whom. One of the quickest ways to 
become the most “unpopular female” in 
school is to break up a steady twosome. 
Feel your way around carefully and by 
prom time, you should have no trouble in 
having bids to spare. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: I am a single girl 
deeply in love with a married man and have 
been for six years. I have dated single fel- 
lows but I am never happy with them 
because my mind is always on this married 
man. He has told me over and over again 
how much he loves me and he has also 
shown it. 


A couple of days ago, he asked me to 
marry him. Should I accept or should I 
try to find someone else? 


Be ©. 1. 


Dear B.E.L.: After six years of a shadowy 
love affair, both of you should be soundly 
whipped! The man couldn’t love you, for 
if he did, he would have married you long 
ago. This “pop-up” proposal of marriage 
is simply being used for bait to carry you 
along on another silly cloud for another six 
years. If by now he hasn’t obtained a di- 
vorce you can rest assured that he has no 
intentions of getting one. 

Why should he when gullible girls like 
you are wandering around just asking to be 
stepped on? Use your head for once in six 
years and quit this sordid affair. Wake up 
to the facts of life and look for a single 
fellow. After all, you aren’t getting any 
younger and there’s definitely no future 
in loving another woman’s husband. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: For five years my 
mother has been very sick and I have 
worked and taken care of her. The medical 
bills were extremely high and she required 
constant care. I certainly did not mind 
caring for my mother when she needed me 
most but now that she is able to care for 
herself I would like to move to another 
city and marry a girl I met during the war. 

We have waited three years and I feel it 
unfair to ask her to wait any longer. Do 
you think I would be cruel and callous if 
I left my mother to start a life of my own. I 
am quite willing so support her, but she 
feels that I am being selfish when I refuse 
to stay with her. 

Dan B. 
Dear Dan: First, you are to be congratu- 
lated on your years of unselfish duty to your 
mother. I am surprised that she is not 
proud of you as she should be. Tell her 
that you owe it to yourself and your fiancee 
to begin a life of your own just as she and 
your father must have started. It will be 
difficult for her to understand because many 
mothers want to keep their children with 
them forever. 

I realize the predicament you are in and 
the crisis that will occur, but such a crisis 
is inevitable if your mother refuses to re- 
linquish the hold she now has on you. You 
deserve to have a wife and family, so don’t 
feel guilty about wanting those things. If 
your girl has waited three years she must 
be pretty wonderful and I suggest that you 
don’t keep her waiting any longer. 
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The Date 
I Didn’t 
Keep 





(Continued from Page 27) 


would.” 

“Can you imagine me in a gingham dress. 
doing a small town rontine?” I scoffed 
lightly. 

“Yes. I can! And Bill feels the same 
way I do,” Cathy declared. Then. 
the quizzical expression on my face, she 
lowered her eyes and said, “I’ve been tell- 
ing Bill all about you in my letters. | 
didn’t think you’d mind 

“I hope you didn’t tell all,” I said, hid- 
ing my annoyance. 

She looked at me shyly. “Enough to let 
him know what a swell person you are. 
Now. he’s anxious to meet you.” 

For my part, I was anxious to meet Bill 
if only to satisfy my curiosity. No man 
could possibly be the silver-plated saint 
Cathy described her fiance to be. I had 
seen quite a bit more of the world than my 
friend had and my opinion of the average 
male was pretty low. They all had one- 
track minds whenever they got within paw- 
ing distance of a girl who is single. 

Reflecting on my life as a bachelor girl, 
I had to admit to myself that while I'd 
had loads of fun, I was getting weary of 
fighting off the wolves. The idea of going 
away to a small town and taking things 
easy for a while, suddenly appealed to me. 
I might even like it enough to stay—espe- 
cially if I could meet a man half as won- 
derful as Cathy said Bill was. 

So in the week remaining, I sub-let the 
apartment. handed in my resignation and 
told Cathy I'd leave on the train with her 
on Friday afternoon. happy 
and excited that whatever doubts I still had 
were swept away by the sight of her glow- 
ing face. 

But the premonition that I should have 
stayed in the city where I belonged re- 
turned the instant we stepped down from 
the train a few hours later. 


seeing 


She was so 


(THERE WERE two men waiting on the 

platform and I didn’t have to look twice 
to see which one was Bill. Only he looked 
nothing like the shadowy figure in the 
blurred snapshot that Cathy carried around 
in her purse. Cathy flew into his arms like 
a homing pigeon and he lifted her slight 
figure high and swung her around in cir- 
cles. His handsome face bent to hers and 
a funny feeling raced through me at their 
ardent embrace. I could see now why 
Cathy was so anxious to get home. 

Then she was introducing us. 
is the girl I’ve been hearing so much 
about,” he said, taking my hand warmly. 
His alert brown eyes swept over me, openly 
admiring what they saw, and my heart 
pounded wildly. 


So this 


“T told you she was a dream, didn’t I, 
darling?” Cathy beamed at Bill. 

His eyes sparkled agreement, but he 
said: “You’re making her blush, Cathy. I 
don’t know why. though. I’m sure this isn’t 
the first time she’s been told how beautiful 
she is.” 

Actually. I did feel self-conscious when- 
ever someone paid me compliments like 
that. although I'd long since 
hide it under a pose of sophistication. I 
fortunate 


learned to 


was not one of those women 
enough to have been born beautiful, nor 
did I have the girlish charm that made 
Cathy such a doll. But I did have a figure 
that I could be proud of and I was always 
careful to dress so as to show it off to best 
advantage. 

Taken individually, my features were 
rather ordinary. But charm courses had 
given me a knowledge of makeup and ideas 
for dramatic hair styling and the result 
was the impression of beauty—which can 
often be more striking than natural beauty. 

I didn’t notice the other man_ until 
Cathy’s voice interrupted Bill’s and my 
mutual appraisal of each other. 

“And this is Rob,” Cathy said, 
to the lanky, serious-eyed fellow 
arms were loaded with our baggage. “He 
and Bill are like that—” She held up two 
fingers close together. Laughingly, she 
added. “Believe it or not, Bill and I had to 
think up ways to ditch him so we could do 


turning 
whose 


our courting!” 

Rob smiled faintly and nodded his head 
at me by way of greeting, but he made no 
move to set down the bags so we could 
shake hands. As a matter of fact, there 
was little of the small-town hospitality in 
his glance. His eyes were downright un- 
friendly, even suspicious. 

I lifted my chin and returned his gaze 
boldly as I slipped one arm through Bill’s 
and the other around Cathy’s slim waist. I 
wanted to make sure Rob got the idea that 
these two were my friends and I wasn’t 
frightened by his resentment toward any 
outsider. 

Rob tossed the bags into a station wagon 
and climbed into the driver’s seat. Cathy 
and Bill cuddled up on the back seat. 

“Drive down Maple Street. Rob.” Cathy 
said after we’d gone a few blocks. “I want 
Mae to get a look at her future home town.” 

Rob nodded and turned off Main Street, 

It was a typical small 
white spired churches, a 


but said nothing. 
town, with neat. 
few square blocks of businesses and shops, 
and row upon row of cottages surrounded 
by picket fences and well-kept lawns. 

“Not much to it, is there?” Rob asked 
me as we rolled along the tree shaded 
streets. “I'll give you a month—two at the 
most—before you get bored to death of 
our hick town.” 

I took out a cigarette and tamped it on 
“You're taking a lot for 
I retorted. “I don’t 


the dashboard. 
granted, aren’t you?” 
bore so easily, my friend.” 

He shot me a sidelong glance. “You 
can’t have a ball here like you can in the 


city,” he said. “Dates every night—-” 
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New and delightfully different, romantically colorful and eye- catch- 
ing SWAGGER JACKETS. Solid color, 100% wool jackets on which 
life-like “China Poblana” and “Charro” (native dancing figures) are 


beautifully appliqued in lustrous, trasting colors. Hand-embroid- 





ered faces and hands, with sequins on costumes. Light-weight, but 
snuggly warm; two ample patch-pockets. Perfect for street, sports 
or evening wear. Satisfaction guaranteed. PREPAID $14.95. TWO 
OR MORE $13.95 EACH. Children’s sizes, 
$12.95 each. (You save about $1.25 post- 
age by sending payment with order.) 
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DIAMOND RINGS 
£$1.95 sc $2.95 


both for 
Beautiful Solitaire and Wedding 
ring set with pore. imitation dia- 
monds in_1/ 14Kt yellow Gold 
Plate or Steriing Silver. SEND NO 
MON man on delivery 
and postace 


Clark Ring Co. 
2349 Milwaukee AV. } . at, a7, it. 


IF NATURE SLEEPS 


Take “O.S.R.”’ If you lack Pep, Energy, Vitality and 
don’t have natural desires for fun and good times, 
if you suffer from aches and pains, coated tongue or 
bad skin, this may be due to faulty elimination. HELP 
NATURE by taking O.S.R., an Herb and Vegetable 
tablet, as directed and love life again. Pay postman 
$1.50 for a Big Box of 160 Tablets; or mail only $1.00 
NOW and SAVE 50c. WRITE TODAY 


STANDARD REMEDY COMPANY 
Dept. TC19 Baltimore 2, Maryland 


y YOUR WAY 


WEL AHEAD! 


Learn Arc and Gas Welding In Spare Time 


Your opportunities are greater when you learn to use this great tool 
of modern industry. Training in welding opens the door to many key 
industries. Now you can train at home with UEI's practical course. 
Includes techniques, metallurgy, blueprints, shop practices, other im- 














portant phases. 


Write For FREE Facts! You can follow home-study 
training with actual shop practice. High school 
diploma not necessary. Write NOW! 


UTILITIES ENGINEERING INSTITUTE 


2523 Sheffield Ave., Dept. WCH-2, Chicago 14, II! 
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Send for FREE BOOK 
on DENTAL NURSING 


Describes fully WAYNE train- 
ing for DENTAL NURSING 
—X-Ray, Lab, Chairside as- 
sisting, glamour and personal- 
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field, and the Wayne Plan 
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study.Send forfreebook today, 
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@ Here's the secret millions of folks have 
discovered about FEEN-A-MINT, the mod- 
ern chewing-gum laxative. Yes, here is 
Y FEEN-A-MINT’s action is so wonder- 
y different! 

Doc tors say that many other laxatives 
start their ‘“flushing”’ action too soon . 
right in the stomach where food is being 
digested. Large doses of such laxatives 
upset digestion, flush away nourishing 
food you need for health and energy. 
1 feel weak, worn out. 

But gentle FEEN-A-MINT, taken as rec- 
om mended, works chiefly in the lower 
bowel where it removes mostly waste, not 
90d food! You avoid that typical weak, 
tired, run-down feeling. Use FEEN-A-MINT 
and feel your “peppy,” energetic self — 
full of life! Get FEEN-A-MINT! Noincrease 
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“And what’s wrong with dating?” I 
snapped. 

“Oh, not a thing—but the field is strictly 
limited up here.” He glanced up into the 
rear view mirror, tilting his head so he 
could see Bill and Cathy, who were com- 
pletely absorbed in each other. “I'd hate 
to see anyone made unhappy,” he added, 
and his tone implied that he was already 
blaming me for something that hadn’t hap- 
pened. 

Rob pushed in the cigarette 
the panel, but I struck a match and lighted 
my cigarette without waiting. He was a 
know-it-all, just like Gloria, I fumed in- 
wardly. 

“Happiness is where you find it,” I said 
icily, “and I guess you can find happiness, 
too—if you want to strain yourself!” 

That shut him up and he drove the rest 
of the way in tight-lipped silence. I made 
a mental note to stay far away from Rob 
since it was obvious that he expected the 
worst after his first look at me. 

That had always been my trouble, ever 
since I left home at 18 and struck out for 
myself. My parents had been too busy bat- 
tling each other to give me any affection, 
and although I wasn’t aware of it, I had 
spent the last four years of my life in a 
search for the love I’d missed as a child. 

Needless to say, it was a futile attempt. 
I learned to make myself attractive to men 
and I was seldom without a date. But my 
affairs were brief and invariably ended 
after a wrestling bout with a man who was 
thinking only of his own selfish desires. 

It was Cathy who gave me an inkling 
that there could be such a thing as real 
love and affection between a man and a 
woman. Bill, as she described him, was 
the ideal man. And after seeing him in 
person, I could understand why she gave 
up her career in the city to return to him. 

The atmosphere of love and mutual re- 
spect in Cathy’s house was as noticeable as 
the aroma of good food that wafted from 
the kitchen where her mother was prepar- 
ing a homecoming feast. 

Cathy’s parents were so unlike my own. 
You’d have thought they were still courting 
and not a middle-aged couple with a grown 
daughter. They were both lovely to me, 
and insisted that I stay at their house rather 
than go to the boarding house down the 
street. 

I had no definite plans when I went 
home with Cathy, except perhaps a brief 
vacation from the endless hub-bub of the 
city. As the last days of summer came and 
went, I told myself that I was staying only 
to prove to Rob how wrong he’d been about 
me. But at last I had to admit that I had 
fallen hopelessly in love with Bill. 

The four of us went on outings together, 
there were heavenly evenings under the 
stars, always with Rob sort of in the back- 
ground. Bill, Cathy and I were inseparable 
and the moment I could no longer deny to 
myself that I had fallen for Bill, it seemed 
that Rob sensed it too. 

Of course, I had to hide my feelings. I 


lighter in 





tried to keep my voice casual when talking 
to Bill, even though my heart was racing. 
My one thought was to keep Cathy from 
finding out. 

I should have gone away then; left Bill 
and Cathy alone with their love untouched 
by the intrusion of any ugliness. But I 
stayed, promising myself to remain content 
with the vicarious thrill I derived from 
their story-book romance. 


DON’T KNOW when I first suspected 

that Bill might be more than casually in- 
terested in me. I only know that the aware- 
ness of it spread like wildfire through me 
one day when our eyes met across the 
campfire we'd built in a clearing. Rob had 
volunteered to broil the steaks we’d brought 
along and Cathy was busy spreading things 
out on the big tablecloth. A little shaken 
by Bill’s burning look, I jumped to my feet 
and headed into the woods. 

“'m going to get some firewood,” I 
called over my shoulder, ignoring the hard 
look Rob shot in my direction. 

I had hardly gotten beyond the first row 
of trees when I became sharply conscious 
of being followed. I quickened my steps, 
but Bill overtook me easily. With a sudden 
fierce movement he swung me around, his 
face so close to mine that the slightest 
movement would have brought our lips to- 
gether. I stood with my arms limp, unable 
to speak. 

“Tt’s no use. Mae,” he whispered. “You 
can’t run away from it.” His arms went 
around me, pressing me hard against him. 
“You feel it, too—I can tell by the way 
you look at me.” 

I shook my head. 
I said with an agonized moan. 
mustn’t love me!” 

“Might as well tell me to stop breath- 
ing!” 

His words were against my mouth and 
my resistance drained away. He was kiss- 
ing me the way Id seen him kiss Cathy so 
and a wild ecstasy flooded 
through me. After a long moment in his 
embrace. I pulled away, trembling from 
the violence of my emotions. My lips were 
still flaming from the fierceness of his 
kisses. 

“Cathy—what about her?” I faltered. 

Bill’s face clouded momentarily. “I don’t 
know. Mae,” he said gravely. “I haven’t 
had time to think about her—or anything 
else since I met you.” 

I struggled to compose myself before re- 
joining the others. “Cathy’s my friend, 
Bill. I could never do anything to hurt 
her. I'd die first!” 

He pulled me to him roughly. “Cathy’s 
a sweet kid, and, Lord knows, I don’t want 
to hurt her!” His voice was tense and full 
of urgency. “But I want a woman, Mae! 
Exciting—ripe for love—a woman like 


“Tt’s all wrong, Bill,” 
“You 


many times 


you!” 

This time, I didn’t even try to hold back. 
I lay passively in his arms and let him 
cover my face and neck with kisses that 
set my spine atingle. Finally, we pulled 








apart but I clung to Bill’s arm to steady | 





‘tins myself. 
—_ “We'd better get back now,” he said in 
ae a low voice, “but tonight—” 
; I forced myself to look up into his eyes. 
Bill “What—what about tonight?” 
hed “The old deserted house—” He stooped | 
t I and swiftly gathered up some wood. “Be | 
nen there—at ten.” 
_ “No, Bill!” I cried out, shocked by what 
i he was suggesting. “I won’t do it!” But | 
: even as I uttered the words, my pounding | 
ted ; heart was proclaiming me a liar. I’d be 
—_— there. | 
wel Bill led the way back. “Hey, look what | 
a I found!” he called out. “A babe in the 
the woods!” He dropped the firewood near 
had Rob, who was glaring at me from under 





ght ; his heavy brows. 
oi “We were afraid you'd get lost,” Cathy H i ixi 
en said, with her quick, warm smile. When you dress your hair with Dixie Peach 


feet : ; : 
The sight of her trusting, friendly face 


sent guilt and shame stabbing through my you use less for better results! 
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torn between loyalty to a friend and desire 
that was almost painful in its intensity. 
When Cathy knocked on my door to tell 
me dinner was ready. I told her I wasn’t 
hungry. 

It was almost 11 and the moon was as big 
as a newly-minted silver dollar when I 
quietly made my way downstairs. Cathy 
and her family had retired and I slipped 
out of the house undetected. I pretended to 
myself that I was just going for a walk in 
the moonlight. but my feet automatically 
turned in the direction of the old deserted 
house. It stood on a vacant lot far back 
from the street just a few blocks away from 
Cathy’s house. 

As I walked along the dark and empty 
streets | wasn’t thinking. just feeling; re- 
membering the kisses Bill had burned on 
my lips, recalling the sweetness of his ar- 
dent embrace. I was so absorbed in thrill- 
ing memories that I was only dimly aware 
of a car rolling up behind me. But just as 
I turned off the sidewalk to start across the 
vacant lot. I heard quick steps approaching 
and someone grabbed me. 

I was so startled that I couldn’t scream. 
But I fought and squirmed in silent despe- 
ration. 

“Take it easy! No one’s going to hurt 
you.” a gruff voice said into my ear. 

“Rob!” I whirled to face him. “Have 
you lost your mind?” I demanded angrily. 
“What are you doing following me?” 

“Let’s get in the car,” he said. 

“The devil I will! You let me go!” I 
hissed. 

“Got a hot date tonight. hunh?” he 
“Well, baby, that’s one date 
you're not going to keep!” 

“What do you mean?” But he dragged 
me toward the car, ignoring my protests. 


sneered. 


A T FIRST, I refused to get into the car, 
- but then, some of my poise returned. 
I’d been in tough situations before. I re- 
minded myself, and had managed to come 
If I could handle those city 
slickers, a smalltown fellow like Rob 
should be a cinch. So I gave him a dis- 
dainful look and climbed in. 

“What are you trying to prove? That 
you've got muscles?” I taunted. 

Rob’s face was as hard as granite in the 
dim light from the instrument panel. He 
drove off slowly, heading away from town. 
I fought down the panic that rose in my 
throat. Whatever he had in mind, showing 
fear would only make it worse for me, I 
decided. 

“Are you really leaving town?” he asked. 

“IT said I was. Not trying to speed my 
departure, are you?” 

“Everything's a big joke to you, isn’t it?” 

“Look, Rob,” I said sharply, “you’re the 
one who appears to be playing jokes, and 
not a very funny one, either.” 

“This is no joke, Mae,” he told me, turn- 
ing into a secluded spot off the highway. 
“You may consider me a square and all 
that, but I’m not dumb. I know what hap- 


out all right. 
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pened between you and Bill this afternoon 
back there in the woods.” 

“Snooping?” I asked caustically. 

He glared at me. “I didn’t have to. Bill’s 
a man and you’re the type of woman who 
gives a guy ideas.” 

“How would you know?” 

I could see the muscles in his jaw twitch- 
ing as my barbed comment struck home. 
“He made a pass at you and you let him,” 
he continued through clenched teeth. “I’ve 
known Bill all my life—I also know that the 
old deserted house is a convenient little love 
nest. /f you go for that sort of thing.” he 
added. 

“My. my! Did you figure all that out by 
yourself. Mr. Sherlock Holmes?” I said 
contemptuously. 

He swung around to face me. his eyes 
sparking with anger. “I didn’t have to 
figure out a thing, baby! It’s written all 
over you—cheapness, double-crossing, man- 
stealing. Yeah, I can read you like a 
book!” 

His words cut like whip lashes and my 
cheeks burned with shame. “You really 
hate me. don’t you?” I asked in a small 
voice. 

“Hate you? No, I just feel sorry for you. 
But if anybody’s going to get hurt. it’s go- 
ing to be you—not Bill or Cathy!” 

I drew back against the door. “What— 
what are you going to do?” I quavered. 

He shrugged. “I don’t know—yet. I 
stopped you from keeping that secret date 
with Bill tonight, but what about tomor- 
row? Or the next night?” 

The intensity of his stare really fright- 
ened me. “I promised I'll right 
away.” I pleaded. “As soon as I can pack 
my things and—” 

He shook his head. “You couldn’t run 
away just like that. Cathy might get sus- 
You'd have to stick around for a 
few more days anyway.” 

“But I wouldn’t see Bill,” I insisted. “I 
him—I swear I 


leave 


picious. 


wouldn’t go near 
wouldn't!” 

He bared his teeth in a mirthless grin. 
“You can turn off the wide-eyed, innocent 
act, baby.” he grated. “I wouldn't believe 
you on a stack of Bibles.” 

His eyes moved down from my face, down 
to my shoulders. the deep V of my close- 
fitting blouse. “I’ve got to make sure you 
can’t mess up the lives of two of the swell- 
est people in the world, Mae.” he said. He 


“If Bill thought there 


between us, he’d lose those 


moved closer to me. 
was anything 
ideas you put into his head.” 

“Yes, that’s it,” I agreed hastily, anxious 
not to arouse him again. “We could pre- 
tend that—” 

“That’s not what I had in mind,” he cut 
in. “He’d know in a minute we were ly- 
ing.” 

I ran my tongue nervously over my lips. 
“We'd tell everyone we’re in love.” I sug- 
gested. 

“Love!” he snorted. “What do you know 
about love? To you it’s just a game to be 
played with one man after another and 


when it’s time for the payoff. you pick up 
your marbles and run.” 
“That's not true.” I said miserably. 
“Oh, yes it is!” His voice was low. and 
vibrating with deep feeling. “I’ve watched 
you toss your hips and roll your eyes and 
pull every trick in the bag to hook Bill. 


But you aren’t in love with him. You’d 
drop him like all the others.” 
I buried my face in my hands. “Please, 


Rob- 


more!” 


take back. I can’t stand any 
I implored him. 

“Some day you're going to pay the price, 
For all those hearts you’ve trampled 
on. all the dreams you’ve shattered—” 

His voice choked off and a big silence 
welled up around us. I glanced at him 
through my fingers and a gasp ripped from 
my throat when I saw the look in his eyes. 
And the next instant he had pulled my 


His 


me 


baby. 


hands away. pinning them to my sides. 
mouth smothered my scream. 

I told myself I should fight back. bite, 
scratch—anything to break out of his em- 
brace. That’s what I told myself. but I 
couldn’t—or wouldn’t. The steady chirping 
of the crickets rose to a crescendo, then was 
lost in the wild, tempestuous throbbing in 
my temples. 

I stayed with Cathy for one more week, 
each day a living hell full of secret an- 
guish of what had happened. Cathy sensed 
that something was wrong from my sub- 
dued manner. but I insisted that I was all 
right. Bill seemed to be hurt and angry 
when I saw him the day after I failed to 
meet him. and several times he tried to get 
me alone and talk. But I was no longer 
in the mood. 

Something had happened to me deep 
inside and I knew that I'd never again be 
the aloof, heartless creature I was. 
I remembered practically nothing of the 
details and only vaguely recalled making 
it into the silent house and falling across 
the bed sobbing and trembling violently. 

Even Rob’s face was just a shadowy blur 
in my mind. He didn’t come near the house 
once during those seven days I remained 
for the sake of appearances. I didn’t ask 
about him, not daring to trust my voice. 

Finally, when I was all packed and ready 
to leave, Cathy took my hand and pressed 


once 


it warmly. “I hate to see you go, Mae, but 
maybe you'll be happier back in the city. 
You’ve been so sad this past week.” 

“It’s nothing. really.” I assured her. “Tl 
be all right the minute the train hits Grand 
Central station.” 

“T guess Rob was right all along.” she 
said. “Smalltown life is too slow for you.” 

I fought down an impulse to ask her 
about him. No point in stirring up un- 
pleasant memories, I told myself sternly. 
We said goodbye at the house because 
Cathy was afraid she’d make a spectacle 
of herself at the station. And my own eyes 
were filled with tears as I went out to the 


porch of the big. rambling house. 


‘THE FAMILIAR shape of the station 


wagon came into view and stopped at 
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the curb. It wasn’t until I pulled open the 
door that I saw Rob at the wheel. My heart 
rose in my throat but I managed to keep a 
grip on myself. 


“A personal escort out of town,” I said 
: rela : . 
lightly. “You certainly intend to make 


sure I leave, don’t you?” 

He didn’t answer and kept his eyes 
straight ahead as he shifted the gears. 
Neither of us spoke for a while. As we 
neared the depot I wanted desperately to 


say something, but the words wouldn’t 
come. Then, we had passed the depot and 


were driving into the business section. I 
touched him on the arm. 

“My train’s due in five minutes,” I told 
him. “We’d better turn back or you'll have 
me on your hands for another twenty-four 
hours.” 

Rob pulled over to the curb and parked. 
“There’s plenty of time to make your train 
—if you want to,” he said. 

“Does it make a difference?” I asked 
him. “When you gotta go—you gotta go!” 
I tried to smile and failed miserably. 

“Mae—I’ve done a lot of thinking about 
—well, about things,” he began hesitantly. 
“T did a lot of big talk about people’s feel- 





ings, but it turns out ’ve done more dam. 
age than you could ever do.” 
For the first time, he turned and looked 
directly at me. His eyes were surprisingly 
soft and the look on his face spoke volumes, 
He took my hand in his. “I’m not asking 
you to forgive me, Mae, but there’s one 
thing I can do to make it up to you. | 
don’t know how they do these things iy 
the city, but up here we have a code tha 
says a guy has to marry the girl.” 
He pulled a folded paper from his 
pocket. “We’re right here at the town 
clerk’s office.” he said softly. “Afterward, 
you can have it annulled and catch a train 
back to the city, but right now, I'm going 
to make an ‘honest woman’ of you!” 
didn’t try to wipe away the tears oj 
happiness that streaked down my cheeks, 
“I don’t know how they do these things in 
the city, either, darling,” I whispered, “but 
who cares? I’ve suddenly discovered I'm 
just a smalltown girl at heart!” 
He took me in his arms and kissed me 
In the distance I heard the whistle of the 
train I knew I’d never catch. 
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4 diamond chips, with platinum mounting 

Although I admired Satch very much, 
my first reaction for a time was that he 
wasn’t very especially traveling 
about as much as he did. This decreased 
as he talked with me about some of the 
a good wife, chil- 


serious, 


things he wanted in life- 
dren (we have four, from five years to four 
months) and a cozy, existence 
which we have. 

We don’t do much entertaining and our 
favorite game played together (you'd never 
I taught him to play and 


domestic 


guess) dominoes. 
we have tournaments between the two of 
us right in the home. 

I would say he’s just as considerate now 
as the day we married. He’s away several 
months of the year save for a few days or 
mostly a week or so. The short time we have 
together doesn’t allow for friction, I don’t 
think I’m the least quick-tempered and 
don’t hold grudges. 

My children are Pamela. five: 
3; Linda Sue, 4 and Robert Leroy Jr., 
months, who was born last December 
St. Vincent’s hospital Kansas City, Mo. 

Both of us had been married before. My 
parents are dead but his mother, Mrs. Lula 
Paige, about 85 years old, lives in Mobile, 
Ala. We will visit her as soon as the sea- 
son is over. 

Satch is very fond of smothered chicken, 
southern fish his prime 
favorite, channel cat, sweet peas and mus- 
tard greens, He’s a 
sons foods very well 


Carolyn, 
four 
20 at 


style, which is 


very good cook, sea- 
and often prepares a 
meal as late as 2 a.m. One of his favorite 
bands is that of Lionel Hampton. He likes 
sentimental music also and other than base- 
ball, plays golf. 

I work in Metropolitan Missionary Bap- 


THE END 
tist Church, formerly Highland Ave. Bap. 
tist Church. Satchel is a Baptist by faith 


but has not joined any church in Kansa: 
City. 

I would have liked another boy so wei 
have two and two, but as it is, it is three 
girls and a boy. We do very little “party. 
We entertain for a few of our friend 
frequently. We picnic whenever we get 2 
chance. Don’t get me wrong, we both are 
fond of people but not in big crowds. | 
read homemaking magazines, have a set ¢! 
the Book of Knowledge which is very use 
ful. 

I enjoy classical music and opera. I once 
studied voice at the Kansas City Conserve- 
tory of Music. Count Basie and Louis Jor 
dan are my favorite orchestra and combo. 
My favorite colors are navy blue and tan. 

During the winter months Satchel doe: 
a lot of hunting. I crochet quite a bit novw 
and really am just learning. 

Thirty-one years old, [ was born Apri 

1922, in Stillwater, Okla. 

Satchel has a Willys station wagon fa 
commuting between St. Louis and Kansa: 
City. I have a Cadillac for doing my get 
ting around in Kansas City. 

We live in a beautiful, 15-room, three 
story Colonial dwelling on one of the city’ 
best thoroughfares. The living room * 
graced with a baby grand, and there is a 
antique set in the dining room. 

In the kitchen is a nook for the childres 
to take their meals. Glistening new cab 
inets were installed about a year age 
Everything is arranged for the utmost i 


oO 
ing. 


convenience and step-saving. 
We have a trust fund for the childret 





which keeps them watching nickels ant 
pennies. I usually visit friends in the Eas 
during the late summer, but when Satche 
is playing in St. Louis, I go down to sta 
with him. 
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(Continued from Page 19) 


was doing all right: it was Ken whom 
everyone had dropped like a hot potato, I 
found out he was staying at a small hotel 
in town, but no one seemed to know much 
about him—and cared less. 

One evening after a day-long shopping 
project, I decided to stay in town and have 
dinner and perhaps see a show. Howard 
and I no longer maintained any semblance 
of compatibility; we only went through 
being married, for the 

He went his 
And since he 


the motions of 
benefit of the outside world. 
way and left me to mine. 
had moved into the guest room, his com- 
ings and goings were a complete mystery 
to me. 

It was sheer curiosity that directed my 
feet toward the rather shabby neighborhood 
where the hotel Ken lived in was located. 
As I approached the entrance, with none 
of the fanciness suggested by the name on 
the marquee, Monte Carlo, a man hurried 
past me and slipped into the lobby. Acting 
on an impulse, I followed. 

“Ken!” I called, and ignoring the desk 
clerk’s raised eyebrows, caught up with 
him at the elevator. 

Ken turned around. 
surprised tones. “I—” 

“You saw me, Ken,” I cut in. “Why the 
big act?” 

His face grew serious and taking my 
arm, he led me back across the lobby. 
“You shouldn’t have come here, Bess,” he 
told me. “Why did you do it, anyway?” 

“To say hello to an old friend,” I replied, 
then catching sight of the entrance to the 
bar right off the lobby, I added, “and to 
let him buy me a drink.” 

“Yes, it would be better in there,” he 
said, furtively glancing around. 

We found a booth in the rear and Ken 
leaned across the table toward me. His 
forehead was full of worry wrinkles. 

“Now what’s this all about?” he demand- 
ed. “Did Rita send you here?” 

“Of course not, Ken,” I 
“Can’t you believe that I just wanted to 
say hello—see how you're getting along?” 

His big shoulders relaxed and he gave me 
a pathetic little smile. 
mused. “You never know how important 
itis until it’s not around any more.” 

“Poor Ken,” I said. 
pretty rough.” 

“Oh, not too bad,” he said with false 
heartiness. “Could be worse.” 

I sipped the drink the waitress had 
brought me. “I phoned the car agency, 
but couldn’t get a thing out of them,” I 
told him. 

“I'm still there—as a mechanic,” Ken 


“Bess!” he said in 


assured him. 


“Friendship,” he 


“T guess it’s been 


have had the first one if I'd known I'd be 
drinking alone.” I said reprovingly. 

He frowned. “I’m off the stuff for good, 
Bess. The last time I got lushed—” He 
spread his hands. “Well, you know what 
happened.” 

But I didn’t know what happened, not 
the details, anyway. I was aching to ask 
Ken whether the stories were true; I want- 
ed to know just how it happened and if he 
had now crossed the line into the shadowy 
world of girl-boys and half-men. But I just 
couldn’t bring myself to ask questions. 

Ken’s behavior that night was just the 
same as it had been and I could detect no 
subtle changes in him. 

To be sure, he snapped open his ciga- 
rette lighter with a little flourish that 
might have been called feminine, but so 
did Howard and several other men I knew. 
His manner was surprisingly gentle for a 
big guy, but who said a man has to be rude 
and vulgar? All in all. I left Ken that night 
more confused than enlightened. Still, he 
hadn’t denied that it happened and I had 
to admit that the whole subject was a 
mystery to me. 


KEPT TELLING myself that I was just 

trying to be nice to a poor guy who was 
horribly mixed up and had made a bad 
mistake, when I began seeing Ken more and 
more often. He seemed so lonely. and since 
Howard had altogether stopped taking me 
out, I saw no harm in my seeing Ken. 

He liked to go to concerts, the ballet, and 
found enjoyment in a lot of other things 
most men consider unmanly. Yet, wherever 
we went, there were plenty of males in the 
audience and they all couldn’t be “that 
way.” Or could they? 

I felt no disloyalty to Howard by going 
out with Ken. still on his 
skirt-chasing kick, as if trying to prove 
to every woman 


Howard was 
how great a lover he was 
except his wife. I continued to take care 
of the house, fixed breakfast every morning 
and dinner every night except when he 
made it clear not to expect him home early. 
It was saddening and frightening, too, to 
see What total strangers we'd become. 
Nevertheless, there was something furtive 
about those few dates I had Ken. 
Though neither of us said anything, we 
acted as if we were secret lovers trying to 
hide from the eyes of the world. Actually, 
we had nothing to be ashamed of; we were 


with 


doing nothing wrong. Yet, we kept to out- 
of-the-way places, knowing that the gossips 
would love nothing better than a chance to 
set their tongues wagging again. 

Then, quite by accident, I found myself 
alone with Ken for the first time and the 
situation was drastically altered. I had the 
car that night and when I dropped Ken 
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a block from his hotel, he suggested hesi- 
tantly, “How about a drink, Bess? Just a 
short one,” he added coaxingly. 

I glanced at my watch. It was still early 
—and there was nobody waiting for me at 
home. “Okay,” I agreed. “We'll make it 
short and quick.” 

But when we got to the bar in the hotel 
we found it crowded and noisy and. from 
the look of things, impossible to get fast 
service. Ken was most apologetic. “I guess 
it wasn’t such a good idea in the first 
place,” he said, “but—well, I do have a 
little taste upstairs.” 

I hesitated, but only for an instant. One 
look at Ken’s guileless expression told me 
that he didn’t have in mind what most men 
are after when they invite a woman up to 
their hotel room. So I said jauntily, “Why 
not? At least it won’t be crowded there.” 

He took my arm and squeezed it. “Bess, 
you're a doll!” 

I can’t describe the feeling that shot 
through me at his touch. Ken had given me 
quick farewell kisses on the cheek several 
times, a gesture that seemed as natural as 
shaking hands. But this was different. Just 
how, I couldn’t figure out right then, but 
it created all sorts of visions that had no 
place in the platonic friendship we had 
formed. Going up in the elevator I re- 
minded Ken that he’d promised me a quick 
drink. I intended to hold him to it. 

But my visit dragged out longer than I 
had planned. The bellman had to bring ice 
and mixer, then Ken had to mix the drinks. 
By then, half an hour had passed. I noticed 
that Ken had fixed himself a drink and 
started to remind him of his pledge not 
to drink. But it was so warm and the 
drinks looked so cool and refreshing I 
didn’t have the heart to call it to his at- 
tention. 

After a moment, Ken got up and switched 
off the lights. “Isn’t that better?” he asked. 
“The heat from that light was turning this 
room into a furnace.” 

The flicker of apprehension vanished 
when I realized the logic of what he said. 
The room did seem cooler in the dimness, 
with the soft lights from the street below 
and a full moon streaming in through the 
open window. 

“How is Howard?” Ken asked after a 
long pause in which only the clink of ice 
in our glasses could be heard. 

**He’s—he was pretty much upset,” I told 
him. “He doesn’t want to see you again. 
That’s one of the things on which we dis- 
agree.” 

“We were close friends—once. I guess 
no one really understands another person.” 
He gave a bitter laugh. “I don’t even un- 
derstand myself.” 

I didn’t say anything. Perhaps now he 
was ready to talk about the thing that had 
wrecked his life. 

“Have you seen Rita?’ he asked. “She’s 
suing for divorce, you know.” 

“Are you going to contest it?” 

He shook his head. “It’s what she’s 


wanted for a long time. Let her have it.” 
He didn’t sound angry; just hopeless and 


defeated. “The few bucks I had in the 
bank, the car and the house—she'll get 
that.” 

I felt so sorry for him at that point that 
I wanted in some way to show my sym- 
pathy. I went over to him. “I’m sorry, 
Ken,” I murmured. “I wish there were 
some way I could help.” 

“But you have helped, Bess!” he told 
me solemnly. “More than you'll ever 
know. You’ve been patient and under. 
standing—” He took my hand and lifted 
it to his lips. “I’ve got a problem, Bess— 
and who hasn’t these days?—only mine is 
one that people don’t discuss, except in 
whispers.” 

His lips traveled up the curve of my 
arm. “But I think I’m conquering it. 
Bess!” he said fervently. “And you're 
helping me!” 

I was taken so off guard by his emotional 
outburst that he had pulled me down into 
his lap before I could gasp an indignant 
demand for an explanation. 

“T can’t help it, Bess,” he said over and 
over. his lips hot against my neck. “I can't 
help it! You make me feel that life is 
worth living again.” 

Then he was covering my face with 
kisses; bold, demanding, male kisses. | 
felt that I should have been filled with in- 
tense loathing; this was so different from 
everything I’d ever heard about—well. 
about people like that. Everything was 
topsy-turvy, it seemed. 

Yet. I'd been so starved for love and 
affection since Howard had decided to play 
the field, I must confess that the sheer in- 
tensity of Ken’s embrace momentarily 
swept me off balance. His ardent caresses 
kindled a desire that threatened to con- 
sume me in flames. 

Putting on the brakes was like stopping 
a runaway train down a steep grade, but 
somehow the miracle happened. I tore my- 
self from his arms and walked quickly over 
to the open window and dragged in deep 
lungfuls of fresh, clean air. A long time 
later. Ken came over to me and silently 
handed me a lighted cigarette. I puffed on 
it nervously, trying to straighten out in my 
confused mind what had happened and 
why. 

Ken didn’t try to apologize and somehow 
I was glad. After a while the turmoil in- 
side me had died down and I could speak 
calmly. I told him goodbye and _ hurried 
out. I was still Howard’s wife, I kept tell- 
ing myself, no matter how lightly he took 
our marriage vows. Two wrongs didn't 
make a right. 

Howard wasn’t home when J arrived and 
I didn’t see him all the next day. That 
night I prepared for bed, hating myself 
for accepting my husband’s infidelity so 
casually. Yet, what could I do? I wanted 
to strike back in some way. It would have 
served Howard right if I had dropped my 
guard and given in to my rampant emotions 
the night before. The more I thought about 
it, the angrier I became. 

Women in this modern age are no longer 
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content to sit idly by while their mates in- 
dulge their desires in extra-marital rela- 
tions. Howard knew this as well as I did. 
and I wondered what he would say or do 
if he thought I had an affair with another 
man. Probably rise up in in- 
dignation and assume the pose traditional 
of the husband deceived by the unfaithful 


righteous 


wife. 

HE LILTING melody of the door 

chimes startled me. It was almost mid- 
night and I had no idea who would be call- 
ing at the house at such an hour. I slipped 
on my robe and went to the door. In the 
glow of the porch light I saw a tall figure 
and my first thought was that Howard had 
forgotten his keys. But, no—it was Ken! 

I bit my lips, feeling a vague annoyance. 
What did he want? It was almost as though 
he had come in answer to my unspoken 
thoughts about taking a lover. Suppose he 
took my momentary weakness the night 
before as a go-ahead signal? My annoy- 
ance changed to dismay as I realized that 
if Ken made any I was not at 
all certain that in my present mood I could 
resist. 

Ken apologized profusely when I finally 
opened the door. “I’ve got half an hour 
before the last bus leaves,” he explained. 
“m going away, Bess—for He 
held out his hand. “I just stopped to say 
goodbye.” 

“You can come in for a minute or two, 


overtures 


oO ] ” 
good. 


can’t you?” 
He stepped inside and I said, 
have one last drink—for the road.” 
“Make mine black coffee!” he declared. 
“I went by the house to pick up some things 
and Rita gave me a pretty rough time.” 
“Then we'll both have coffee,” I agreed. 
“I’m having a rough time, 
“Howard still on that merry-go-round?” 
he followed me into the 


“We'll 


too. 


he asked as 
kitchen. 

I pressed my lips together and nodded 
unhappily. “And there isn’t anything I can 
do about it, Ken. That’s what makes it 
> I pressed my fingers against my tem- 


so- 
ple. “I just can’t take it any more!” 

Ken pulled out a chair for me, then 
went about making the coffee himself. But 


just as we were about to drink it, I heard 
a faint noise up front. Before I could even 
mention it to Ken, the kitchen door burst 
open and Howard stood there. swaying un- 
certainly on his feet. 

His eyes, flashing with anger, were on me. 
“So this is what you do behind my back!” 
“And right in the house! How 
Then he saw Ken and his 


he shouted. 
bold can you—” 
jaw sagged as if he were stunned. 

Ken pushed back his chair and turned to 
face Howard. “Hello, Howard,” he said 
simply. 

Howard recovered from his shock and 
turned away contemptuously without an- 
swering. But he directed the full fury of 
his attack at me, hurling all sorts of accu- 
sations. 

The knowledge of my innocence gave me 
courage I never dreamed I had. “How dare 


you stand there and say such things?” I 
flared back. “Everything was just ducky 
when you thought I was sitting here alone 
eating my heart out! But now the shoe is 
on the other foot. You think maybe I’ve 
been pulling some of your tricks and you 
just can’t take it, can you?” 

Howard ran a hand over forehead, 
shaking his head as if to clear it. “But— 
you haven't, have Bess?” he faltered. 
“You're my wife—you wouldn’t- 

I put my hands on my hips and swag- 
gered up to him. He was beginning to back 
down and I wasn’t going to let him squirm 
off the hook, not until I'd given him plenty 
to think about. 

“Don’t be too sure of me, Casanova!” I 
taunted him. “Suppose I told you I was up 
in Ken’s hotel room last night? It might 
surprise you to know what happened when 


you, 


he made love to me and—” 

“No!” My words were like a slap across 
the face. Howard stared at me, not want- 
ing to believe, yet not to doubt. 
With an agonized curse, he spun around 
and hit Ken flush on the j I screamed 


daring 


jaw. 


as he fell back against the sink, sending 
dishes and silverware flying across the 
floor. 

“That’s just in case what she said 
true!” Howard grated. 


Ken wiped away a trickle of blood from 
the corner of his mouth. “Feel better now, 
Howard?” he asked quietly. 

Then, taking a quick step forward, 
swung his fist and Howard sank to the floor. 
The sight of him sprawled helplessly at 
my feet sent a wave of pity surging through 
I dropped to my knees and cradled his 


he 


me. 
head in my arms. 

“You didn’t have to do that. Ken,” 
tearfully, “You didn’t have to hit him.” 

“He swung first, Bess, and I’m damned 
fed up with this turn the other cheek busi- 
Ken declared. been 
but from now on I’m going 


I said 


ness,” “People have 
giving me hell, 
to fight back!” 

“Not now, Ken, please? Howard’s hurt.” 

“He'll be all right,” Ken me. 
“Just let me finish, because this is the last 
time we'll see each other.”’ He went over to 
the sink, wet his handkerchief and sponged 
his cut lip. Howard stirred and then be- 
gan to snore peacefully. 

“Loosen his collar,” Ken directed. “He'll 
head in the morning, but 
He lit a cigarette 
“I’m sorry to lose 
he went on, “but I 
But [ll never 


assured 


have a terrific 
only from the liquor.” 
and took a deep drag. 
a friend like Howard,” 
guess it had to be this way: 
Bess. Your kindness has meant 
more than I can ever say.” 

He smoked silently for 
then continued, “I wonder whether all those 
people who condemned me so bitterly know 
anything at all about life? Don’t they 
know that Kinsey—and experts before and 
no 


forget you, 


a few moments, 


him—have proved that there is 
100 per cent male, no 100 per cent female? 

“T’ve been getting medical help. Bess, 
and I’ve found that this sex business is a 
two-way street. our- 


since 
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*Pazo Ointment and Suppositories® 








selves going in the opposite direction and 
get all confused.” 

Howard yawned and mumbled _ in- 
coherently. Ken bent down and lifted him 
easily in his arms, then took him upstairs to 
the bedroom. 

“Well, this is goodbye, Bess,” he said 
gravely after he had deposited Howard on 
the bed. 

“We'll miss you, Ken—both of us.” 

Ken’s face took on a thoughtful expres- 
sion. “I never realized it before, but I guess 
Howard always looked up to me—even 
back in our college days. It’s hard to see 
your idol fall. so don’t be too hard on him 
for going a little haywire, Bess.” 

“T’ll try not to be,” I said, wiping away 
a tear. 

“And tell Howard, I know where I’m 
heading now, I’m all straightened out. 
Maybe it'll make him feel better.” 

Then, with a little wave of his hand, he 
turned and was gone. I lifted Howard's 
feet onto the bed and unlaced his shoes. 
He raised up on one elbow and shook his 
head. 

“Wha’ happened?” he asked, still a little 
groggy. 

I sniffed a few times. “We'll talk about 
it tomorrow, darling, but I think what I've 
just seen was the end of a beautiful friend- 
ship. but the beginning of a wonderful 
marriage!” 


THE END 





Teen-Talk 


(Continued from Page 14) 


the icebox. Better keep hands off the lady’s 
clothes and make-up and jewelry, no mat- 
ter how sharp you think they will look on 
you. And if you read their magazines, be 
sure you don’t leave them scattered all over 
the floor like autumn leaves. 

\ few emergencies arise in almost every 
sitting-bee. the most common being that 
junior just won’t cooperate about going to 
bed. Be firm. kids, be firm! If he wins a 
stay of “execution,” he’ll appeal time and 
time again. Here’s Auntie’s technique. 
(Sometimes it works.) About 15 minutes 
before bedtime, warn Iggie that soon he 
must go to bed. 

Five minutes before, suggest that he put 
the finishing touches on that skyscraper 
he’s constructing. Three minutes before, 
drop another subtle hint. When the mo- 
ment arrives, pick his kicking little body 
up and carry him into the inner sanctum. 
Talk. if you can, about something other 
than bedtime as you make this hazardous 
journey, then bid him a gentle goodnight 
and pray that the worst is past. 

Baby-sitters who really want to bone up 
on the business can learn a lot by talking 
to their family physician, or by getting him 
to recommend one of the booklets now on 
the market which discuss the care and han- 
dling of little ones. Take it along with you 
when you're baby sitting, for it covers 
many of the problems you may run into. 
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Hollywood to Harlem 


(Continued from Page 7) 


Jordan, Cab Calloway, the Nicholas Broth- 

. Arthur Lee (Georgia Boy) Simpkins, 
Dinah Washington, Joe Louis, Hilda Simms. 
Lil Armstrong. June Richmond and Nat 
(King) Cole all maintain home addresses 
in both cities. 


Chandu The Magician is adding “impos- 
sible escapes” to his bag of tricks. For the 
past year he has been studying the incredi- 
ble feats of the late Harry Houdini, tak- 
ing a course in locksmithing and bedy con- 
tortions in order to be the first Negro “es- 
cape artist.” 

World-famous drum stylist Cozy Cole is 
in the middle of his first book which will 
be titled: Man On The Beat. Rose Harda- 
way and tap-dance Teddy Hale have Broad- 
way manager Nat Nazzarro dating Anacins 
by the dozens. Nat says Rose put “wrong 
notions” in Teddy’s head and as a result. 
the dancer hasn’t been around to fill those 
engagements Nat has contracted for him. 


Frank Holzfiend of Chicago’s Blue Note. 
says he'll book Sonny Thompson’s “Long 
Gone” any time that 
young piano wizard wants to settle down 


combo wandering 
for four to six weeks of solid work ; 
Thompson brought his blues to the Blue 
Note several years ago and did so well that 
Frank him a natural to 
both Negro and white devotees of the real 
blues. 

Reason you don’t hear many new Louis 


considers draw 


Jordan sides these days is because Decca 
Records is overstocked with his tunes and 
can’t get them on the market because of 
the tremendous demand for Bing Crosby 
and other big name artists on wax. 

The widespread popularity of the Nicho- 
las Brothers in South America takes them 
Below the Border again this winter for sev- 
eral months of personal appearances in Rio. 
Aires other Latin American 
metropolises While in Buenos Aires, 
they will star in a movie... Louis (Satch- 
$3.000 worth of 
equipment he takes with 
When not blowing 
recorder 


Buenos and 


mo) Armstrong has over 


tape recording 
him on road dates 
his horn. 
mike about his personal life, all of which 
transcribed by a skilled 
his autobiography 


he blows words into the 
is duly stenog- 
tapher for inclusion 
which is nearing the final stages. 
Harry Steele’s Smart 
be Las 


going on 


Next stop for 
Affairs of 1953 may Vegas... 
Negotiations have been for the 
last two months to bring this all-N egro 
revue into one of the bigger casinos out 


there Leonard Chess, prexy of Chess 
Records that brought Willie (1 Don’t 


Know) Mabon, Jackie (Rocket 88) Brins- 
ton, Danny (Train, Train, Train) Overbea, 
Eddie Boyd and Mitzie Mars to recording 
plans to invade the all-instru- 
December 


stardom, 
mental blues and jazz field in 


with an all-star band led by the inimitable 
Chicago-style trumpet man, King Kola. 
Count Basie is shopping in every city 
his new big band plays for a female show- 
stopping vocalist along the lines of the 
great Helen Humes doing a 
. He wants also to replace Jimmy 
now leading his own band. with 


Big Joe 


who is now 
single . 
Rushing, 
another Kansas City blues shouter, 
(The Master) Turner. 


Perhaps the best husband-and-wife team 
in show business outside of Sarah Vaughan 
and George Treadwell, is that of Una Mae 
Carlisle and Johnny Bradford. The tem- 
peramental Una Mae has been guided for 
the past 14 the angle-hunting 
ex-Chicagoan who rose from a job as host 
at Jimmy’s Chicken Shack on Harlem’s 
Sugar Hill to become one of the best per- 
sonal managers in the business. 

Ada (Bricktop) DuConge, fabled in- 
ternational night club hostess, is back in 
Milan, Italy, starring 
. - « The mighty T-Bone Walker, top dog 
of the 
returned to Chicago, scene 
old Rhum- 


years by 


in her own boite 


of the blues “poets” and master 
steel guitar, 
of his triumphs at Joe 


boogie Club and the DeLisa, for an indefi- 


Louis’ 
nite run at a 63rd Street show bar. 


Disc jockeys with the greatest followings 
seem to be those who strongly employ the 
“Negro idiom” in their 
In Baltimore, for example, a half million 
persons listen daily to the platter-chatter 
of ex-Memphis twister Maurice (Hot Rod) 
Hulbert, Jr.. over station WITH. 
“Hot Rod” employs two secretaries. a valet 
and a chauffeur as a result of the payoff 


so-called spiels. 


radio 


he gets from his jive” gumbeat ses- 


He’s up to the minute with the latest 


“pure 
sions, 
sayings and phrases in jive and Bop circles. 

In Chicago, Daddy-O Daylie’s early 
morning WAIT runaround features all 
commercials done up well in jive couplets 


McKie Fitzhugh’s 


that rhyme every time. 


WOPA afternoon show is mostly frantic 
bop. words and music. In Birmingham, 
Eddie Castleberry, ex-reform school gradu- 


ate, has 21 flourishing fan clubs who sup- 
port his WEDR shows. In Memphis it’s the 
inimitable Nat (Professor) Williams. Chi- 
cago’s radio potentate Al Benson is identi- 
fied by his speaking voice and the way he 
handles his commercials. In all cases. these 
fellows make no mistakes about what race 
they belong to or talk to. 


Juanita Hall will headline the new all- 


Vegro soap opera produced by Jack Wyatt 


of Wyatt and Scheubel of New York and 
Leonard Evans of Chicago. The show is 


syndicated in 45 markets and the 
cigarette account and 
two soap manufacturing concerns. In the 
cast of this newest Negro radio soap opera 
Viola Dean from the 
Anna Lucasta cast; Sidney Poitier, Vinnie 
Burroughs and Georgia Burke. The daily 
story is about the ups and downs of Ruby 
star turned 


being 
sponsors include a 


venture are also 


Valentine, a former singing 


beautician. 
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Do you want leve, romance, money, pow- 
er? Do you want to attract the opposite 


sex? 
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with our book of dreams. Analyze your 
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Make your dreams work for you! Send 
today for this amazing new DREAM 
BOOK, 
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(Continued from Page 21) 


women in night clubs and theatres who 
swooned at the dulcet tones of his melo- 
dious voice and drooled at the sight of his 
handsome profile. I was the one he mar- 
ried. I considered myself just about the 
luckiest girl in the world. But that was 
before I discovered that being married to 
a celebrity is like living in a fish bowl. 

And even after getting accustomed to 
sharing the most intimate details of our 
life together, I had to cope with the never- 
ceasing attempts of other women to lure 
him away from me. I had to work out de- 
fenses against their brazen schemes to at- 
tract his attention, to be alone with him— 
lies, promises, propositions. The bag of 
tricks was seemingly bottomless. 

Eventually, I became accustomed to the 
swarms of females that were on hand 
wherever Jackie appeared. But now I 
realized that there was safety in numbers. 
What I faced now was the most dangerous 
threat of all—the wiles of one woman. A 
woman from Jackie’s past. 


ACKIE MAYS was well on his way to 

stardom when I first met him that day 
in his manager’s office just off Broadway. 
Women and girls all over the country wor- 
shipped him and when he sang. each one 
swore he was singing to her alone. I my- 
self had dozens of Jackie’s records and had 
pin-up pictures of him all over the walls 
of my room. 

My favorite was a color photograph of 
him from a big magazine. It stood in a 
frame on the little studio piano on which I 
composed my songs. Not that I'd written 
anything worthwhile yet. but Jackie’s face 
smiling down at me across the keyboard 
gave me inspiration to keep plugging along. 

Some day. I felt positive. ’'d write a tune 
that would soar to the top of the hit parade, 
and already I'd made up my mind that 
Jackie Mays would be the singer to intro- 
duce it. Finally. I worked out a melody 
that had everything—in my opinion. The 
music was catchy and toe-tingling. with a 
definite beat. and the lyrics were the kind 
that Jackie alone could breathe life into. 

Looking back, I can see it was plain ig- 
norance of the professional song writing 
business that made me assume that I could 
break into the field. There I was. a naive 
little music teacher who had to play for a 
church choir on Sundays to earn enough 
money to make ends meet. 

I lived in Brooklyn with a family who 
had a daughter about my age. Her name 
was Mildred and the two of us were almost 
as close as sisters. Her parents frowned 
on having their piano used for “worldly” 


music. so they had fixed up the ground 
floor of their brownstone house into a studio 
and rented it to me. 

The day I put the finishing touches on 
“My Heart Is Yours,” I was so excited | 
called Mildred to have an audience for my 
masterpiece. She came down the steps two 
at a time. 

“What is it, Letha? 
she puffed. 

“My song—Jackie’s song,” I told her, 
“it’s finished!” 

She flopped on the studio couch and 
fanned herself. “What adrag! You know 
I'm carrying too much weight to be run- 
ning up and down stairs, girl!” she said 
good naturedly. “The way you were whoop- 
ing. | thought maybe your name had been 
called on one of those give-away shows.” 

“Something more important than that!” 
I declared. ‘“Listen—” 

I sat down at the piano and began to 
play. After going through the song once, 
I recited the lyrics for her. “Can't you 
just hear Jackie’s voice caressing those 
words?” I asked. 

She hesitated a moment. then said: “Let’s 
hear them again, Letha. I’m not sure what 
I think.” 

\ little disappointed by her lack of en- 
thusiasm. I played the song again, this time 
singing the words. “Well?” 

Mildred shook her head. “That’s not 
Jackie Mays’ style. Don’t get me wrong.” 
she added hastily, “I think it’s very good. 
only—well, it’s so different from what he 
usually sings.” 

“So what? It’s in his voice range and 
the lyrics are certainly romantic enough.” 
I pointed out. “The style is not what the 
public has come to expect from Jackie, but 
I believe that’s the very reason it would go 


What’s wrong?” 


well.” 

“Don’t mind me, honey.” Mildred 
grinned. “I’m strictly on the listening end 
when it comes to music. For all I know, 
you may have another “Stardust” on your 
hands. But how are you going to get 
Jackie Mays to hear it?” 

“That’s a good question,” I said. “I only 
wish I knew the answer!” 

By the time I’d made up a clean copy of 
my manuscript, I still hadn’t the slightest 
idea of how I would get it into Jackie's 
hands. Unable to think of some gimmick 
that would get me through his bodyguards, 
secretaries and the mob of fans. I decided 
to go directly to the recording studio where 
Jackie was to cut some records, according 
to a small item in Variety, trade paper of 
the entertainment world. 

The receptionist told me that she’d try 
to get Jackie’s manager, Bert Jones, to 
come out and talk with me. Visitors. she 
said firmly, were not permitted inside the 
studios. A short time later. a rotund little 
man, an unlighted cigar angling out of his 
broad, brown face, came into the reception 
room. 

“What can I do fer you?” he asked 
brusquely. 

“I'd like to see Mr. Mays,” I said timid- 
ly. clutching my script in both hands. 
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“The line forms to the right. sister,” 
Jones chuckled. 
“But it’s important,” I insisted. “It’s— 


well. I’ve got something for him.” 
“You and a whole lot of other dames!” 


he leered, shifting his long cigar from one 


side of his mouth to the other. 

I lowered my eyes. feeling my ears burn 
“Oh, I’m not interested 
I quickly informed him. 
said in a 


in embarrassment. 
in him that way!” 

“You look normal to me.” 
baflled tone, after running his small. eager 
“What do you want, then?” 
-I wrote it especially 


I told him. “I know 


he 


eyes over me. 
“I’ve got a 
for Jackie Mays,” 
hell like it.” 
Jones chewed on his cigar, 
shrewdly. “Tell you what—leave it here 
with me and I'll see that he gets it.” I 
shook my head and he asked: “You've got 


song- 


studying me 


it copyrighted, haven’t you? We're not 
going to steal your song, lady.” 
“I’m not afraid of that,” I told him, “but 


I want to see personally that he gets this 
manuscript.” 

Jones glanced impatiently at his watch. 
“Then you'd better mail it to him, sister.” 
“We've got some records 
Sorry.” 


he said shortly. 
to cut the minute Jackie comes in 
He turned and stalked through the door 
“No Admittance.” The receptionist 
gave me a faint, friendly smile. as if to say, 
“'m sorry.” Then the 
desk blared out an order 
inside immediately. I watched her hurry 
through the same door Bert Jones had taken 


marked 


intercom on her 


for her to come 


and as I caught a glimpse of the deserted 
hallway that led to the inner offices, an idea 
flashed through my mind. It was an auda- 
cious, spur-of-the-moment thought, and I 
acted on it impulsively. 

Taking a deep breath, I strolled through 
the door as if I had right in the 
world. Once inside. I saw that the hallway 
was lined with small offices and rooms with 
instruments in them. No one paid me the 
slightest attention, so I turned into one of 
the rooms as close to the main studio as | 
dared venture. 

In the back of my mind, I suppose. 
the thought that I would wait until Jackie 
Mays passed the open door and then pounce 


every 


was 


out at him, my song in hand. His manager 
had said that they would begin recording 
very shortly, but several minutes passed 
and no sign of my idol. 

There happened to be a piano in the 
room and I went over to it, keeping 
on the 
the keys and eventually 
From that moment 


an eye 
doorway. I let my fingers run idly 


over swung into 


the theme of my song. 
I closed my eyes and re- 


on, I was lost. 


peated the words half aloud, imagining 
that Jackie was singing them to me. 

I sensed the presence of someone else in 
the room. My eyes flew open. almost 


fell off the bench. 


stood Jackie Mays, as big as life and twice 


There in the doorway 
as handsome! 

“Please don’t stop,” he said with a warm 
smile. 


But I couldn’t continue. My fingers flut- 
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tered so violently I clasped them tightly in 
my lap. I tried to say something, but could 
only sit there staring at him. I picked up 
my manuscript and held it out to him. 

“Oh, you want my autograph,” he said, 
coming over to me.” 

I shook my head. A puzzled look crossed 
his face, then he laughed goodnaturedly. 
“T suppose it was conceited of me, but I 
thought you were just another one of my 
fans.” 

“Oh, I am a fan of yours!” 
ly. “In fact, this song I wrote—it’s 
cated to you.” 

“If you wrote it, it must be good,” he 
said, but his eyes were on me, not the song. 
“Who are you, anyway?” 

“I’m Letha Turner,” I told him, relaxing 
as I fell under the spell of his magnetic 
personality. “I’ve been waiting to see you, 
Mr. Mays.” 

“And I’ve been waiting for you, 
in a dreamy voice, his eyes circling my 
face, “waiting a long time, Letha—” 

My heart was pounding so, I could 
scarcely breathe. “About the song—” I 


I said quick- 
dedi- 


” he said 


murmured. 
“The song—yes. If you wrote it, I want 
to hear it. But not now,” he added, as I 


turned back to the keyboard. 

Just then, Bert Jones burst in. 
about time you got here!” he said. 
on, we're all—” Then he spied me. 
did you get in here?” he scowled. 

“Never mind how she got in,” 
said, “just don’t let her get out!” 

“But you’ve got work to do, man!” Bert 
protested. 

“That’s all right, you take care of her 
until I get through.” He turned to me as 
an after-thought. “You won’t mind wait- 
ing, will you, Letha?” 

I could only shake my head, too happy 
and excited to speak. Bert looked dis- 
gusted, but there was nothing he could do 
about it. He took me into his office and 
gave me some magazines to read. Later, 
Jackie returned and appeared pleased and 
a little surprised I was still there. 

“Tf you'll just listen to my song—” I 
began. 

He glanced at his watch, the one I’d 
read that one of his fan clubs had given 


“he's 
“Come 
“How 


Jackie 


him. “Gosh, it’s late!” he exclaimed. 
“Come on, it’s time for dinner.” He took 
my arm. “You can tell me all about it 


over a thick, juicy steak.” 


UT WE TALKED about everything un- 
der the sun except the song that eve- 
Jackie was more charming than I'd 
ever dreamed and not at all love with 
himself like so many big-name stars. Of 
course, everybody in the restaurant we went 
to recognized him immediately and I had to 
sit back and wait while he autographed 
napkins, menus and even dollar bills for 
his insistent admirers. 

I soon discovered that despite his tre- 
mendous popularity, Jackie was actually a 
very lonely person. I could see that Bert 
Jones had done a good job in keeping him 
at a distance from his public, and espe- 


ning. 


cially women who might prove too distract- 
ing. 

All too soon, the evening ended and 
Jackie took me home, all the way to Brook- 
lyn, making all the usual remarks about 
the distance from civilization—Broadway. 
that is. 

He promised to call me the next day, but 
I waited in vain by the telephone. Later. 
I read in the newspaper that he had un- 
expectedly flown out to Hollywood to make 
a screen test. At first, I thought about 
taking my song around to some Tin Pan 
Alley publishers, then decided against it. 
Only Jackie could sing that song—it be- 
longed to him. And so did my heart, I 
realized as the days dragged by. 

Two weeks later there was an impatient 
banging on my door and when I opened it. 
Jackie rushed in and swung me up off my 
feet. “Gosh, how I missed you, Letha!” 
he said fervently. 

From then on, I saw Jackie every day. 
usually after the last show at the Apollo. 
where he was currently appearing. It took 
some time for me to get to the point where 
I could ignore the stares—some_poison- 
ous, some envious—of the women packed 
around the stage door. 

I had my first taste of what the future 
would be like the day our engagement was 
announced. Seeing that he could do nothing 
to prevent our marriage, Bert had arranged 
a press conference in order to gain as much 
publicity as possible from the occasion. 
It turned out to be a circus, with scream- 
ing fans, persistent reporters and flash 
bulbs popping all over the place. 

I had to kiss Jackie a dozen different 
times for the photographers and when we 
finally managed to fight our way through 
the crowd in Bert’s office, we ran into a 
virtual mob lying in wait for us outside. 
My dress and Jackie’s suit were ripped and 
torn in the scuffle. 

“We can do better than this!” Jackie 
said, sighing with relief as we finally drove 
away. “I love my fans, but I couldn’t go 
through that again.” 

“Tt’ll be worse at our wedding,” 
minded him. 

He shuddered at the thought. 

“Unless—well, we could have a quiet 
ceremony somewhere,” I added. 

He kissed me. “Letha, you’re wonderful! 
That’s just what we'll do. Slip away and 
get married before anyone can find out.” 

So we eloped. Only it wasn’t disapprov- 
ing parents we were running away from. 
but the prying eyes of a public that looked 
upon the private life of Jackie Mays as its 
own. We drove across to New Jersey and 
were married by a police justice in the 
town of Elizabeth. After the brief cere- 
mony we drove to Newark, instead of re- 
turning to New York. 

“T’m not taking any chances on run- 
ning into a big reception committee,” 
Jackie explained. “We'll fool them.” 

We spent our wedding night in a small 
hotel where even the best accomodations 
were nothing compared to what Jackie 
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could have afforded. I didn’t even have a 
trousseau, just a few things I'd thrown in- 
to an overnight bag. 

The whole thing had the unreal quality of 
a dream and as I bathed and brushed my 
hair in the tiny bathroom I found it hard 
to believe that I was really Mrs. Jackie 
Mays. It would be impossible to imagine 
a less romantic setting for the honeymoon 
of the sweetheart of a million women, I 
reflected. 

Jackie was waiting for me with open 
arms when I went into the room, and in- 
stantly all my doubts and fears vanished. 
The slightly shabby surroundings no longer 
mattered. The threadbare rug was a carpet 
of pink clouds as I went to him; the neon 
lights glaring into the room were rainbow 
colored moonbeams. And ever so faintly, 
from a tavern across the street. came the 
strains of the latest Jackie Mays hit from 
the juke box. 

“Letha—” Jackie’s like a 
caress and his touch sent a current of ex- 


voice was 
citement racing along my spine. His fingers 
combed up into my hair. and as he pressed 
my lips hard against his. a burning desire 
flooded up from the very tips of my toes. I 
felt then that Jackie was mine— forever. 
Nothing could ever come between us. 

It wasn’t long before I began to have 
doubts about that; 
of a celebrity were not the kind that guar- 
It was amaz- 


my experiences as wife 


anteed a happy married life. 
ing to see the extreme lengths that some 
of Jackie’s go just to be near 
him. 

One middle-aged woman. 
have known better, hid herself in his back- 
stage dressing room and popped out as he 
was changing into his street clothes. For- 
tunately, I had arranged to meet Jackie af- 
ter the show and walked before things 
could get complicated. 

Mash notes were always a large part of 


fans would 


who should 


Jackie’s mail and we used to get a big kick 
out of reading them together. Then, one 


night I noticed that he slipped one un- 
opened letter into his pocket. “Aren’t you 
going to read that one?” I asked casually. 

“Nothing important, baby.” he yawned. 


“Gee, I’m beat! And I’ve got another re- 
cording session tomorrow. I think Ill turn 
in.” 


It was at a recording session. to which 
I'd wangled permission to attend. that the 
Jackie had already 
for the 
During a break in the rehearsal. the 


big blowup occurred. 
cut one side and was rehearsing 
flip. 
studio door was flung open and I heard a 
squeal of delight. 
“Jackie, baby!” 
cry out, and I turned to see a tall. 
female slink the She 
familiarly to the fellows in the band as she 
moved toward Jackie. 
Jackie looked as if he 
through the floor. “Hello. 
said hesitantly. 
“Did you get my 
back in town?” 
arms around him. 


I heard a woman’s voice 
willowy 
waved 


into room. 


wanted to go 
Audrey.” he 


I'd be 


throwing her 


letter 
asked, 


saying 


she 


So that was the letter he had kept from 


me! At least Jackie had the decency to 
look guilty. Or perhaps it was the glamour 
girl’s ardent embrace that embarrassed 


him. It should have; she was smearing her 
bright scarlet lipstick all over Jackie’s face 
and rumpling his hair playfully. I 
squirmed in my seat and audibly cleared 
my throat. Jackie pulled away from her 
and turned to me. 

“Letha—this is Audrey Payton,” he said, 
dabbing at his face with his handkerchief 
and avoiding my “You— I guess 
you've heard of her?” 

I had indeed heard about Audrey 
of it bad. My instant appraisal of her was 
that it was all true. It was common gossip 
that she had eyes for Jackie when they 


eyes. 


most 


were vocalists with the same band and 
just starting out. 
“Audrey. this is my wife, Letha,” Jackie 


said. 

I nodded warily at the woman I was cer- 
tain would prove to be more competition 
than all of my husband’s female following 
put togéther. 

“Yes,” Audrey 
you had married. 
Audrey still loves you!” 

Her tone was bantering, but looking into 
I knew that she was dead 
serious. Jackie in a 
if I let her get with it. 
squelch her, I said sweetly: “So nice meet- 


Jackie’s old flames, Miss Pay- 


that 
little 


drawled, “I heard 
But don’t worry, 


her tiger-cat eyes. 
She’d steal 
away 


minute— 

Hoping to 
ing one of 
ton.” 

Her eyes narrowed. “Old flame! That’s 
putting it mildly, isn’t it, Jackie baby? We 
had more of an atom bomb-type thing go- 
ing. my dear,” she said to me. “You knew, 
of course, that Jackie and I were married. 
Or did you?” 

I sat there. speechless. my eyes search- 
ing Jackie’s face for a reassuring sign that 
this brazen hussy was lying. But the look 
of anguish on his face told me that it was 
“You—you didn’t tell me!” I 
acutely 


all too true. 
said 
fact that all eyes 
ment. 

“*Letha— let me explain.” Jackie pleaded. 
“I wanted to tell you. but I couldn’t think 
of a way to do it without hurting you.” 

Audrey was smiling craftily. enjoying the 

her sudden appearance had 
I stood up abruptly. “Thanks for 
I told Jackie sarcas- 
“T’m sure you two have a lot to talk 


accusingly. conscious of the 


were on me at that mo- 


sensation 
created. 
sparing my feelings.” 
tically, 
about- 
I turned and stalked out the door. 
ing Jackie’s call, yet hoping with every step 
I took that he 
He didn’t. 


so unnerved me. 


in private!” 
ignor- 


would come dashing after 
The humiliating experience 
I didn’t have the courage 


me. 


to go home alone. 

So I headed the car downtown and across 
the bridge Brooklyn. I hadn’t 
Mildred since my marriage, but I was sure 
I could count on sympathetic understanding 
She 
she told me firmly. 
Suppose she 


into seen 


didn’t let me down. 
“don’t let 


from her. 
“Honey.” 
that fly chick get you down. 
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was married to Jackie at one time? That 
was before he met you. wasn’t it? 

I nodded. feeling miserable. “But he 
didn’t tell me about it, Mildred. That’s 
what hurts.” I said. 

“He said he couldn’t think of a way to 
tell you. Why not take his word for it?” 

I twisted my damp handkerchief. “I 


want to— I'll have to,” I wailed. “Oh, 
Mildred! I think I’m going to have a 
baby.” 


“Does he know yet?” I shook my head 
and she went on, “Then tell him about it 
and let him know you don’t want his ‘ex’ 
hanging around. Everything’s in your 
favor, honey—you’re the one who’s mar- 
ried to him now.” 

The birthday party was planned as a 
double surprise. I intended telling Jackie 
about the baby. now that the doctor had 
confirmed my suspicions. But the whole 
thing fizzled miserably. The party was 
spoiled, the guests were gone and still 
Jackie hadn’t come home. 


Finally. I heard a fumbling at the door 
and then Jackie’s uncertain footsteps 


clumping across the floor. He pushed open 
the door of the bedroom and stood there 
blinking foolishly at me. He was drunk. 

“All the joints must be closed!” I 
snapped. “or did you drink them dry?” 

Take it easy. baby.” he mumbled. “Just 
had a few with some of the boys in the 
band.” 

“Then the boys ought to change their 
brand of lipstick!” I shot back sarcas- 
tically. “That kind smears all over your 
collar.” 

Jackie looked contrite and came over to 
me. He pawed at me clumsily, but his 
touch only infuriated me more. “It’s bad 
enough when your women call up here 
all hours of the night—” I fought to keep 
my voice from breaking. “—and it’s bad 
enough when you stand me up on dates. 
But when a swivel-hipped she wolf can 
make you forget your own birthday—” 

“Somebody paging me?” 

I whirled around. Audrey stood in the 
a languorous smile on her full 
I screeched. Turning back 
“What's that—that 


doorway, 
lips. “Get out!” 
to Jackie, I demanded, 
woman doing here?” 
He licked his lips and tried to speak, but 


no words came. Audrey put her hands on 


her hips. “Go ahead, baby, tell her,” she 
said to Jackie. 
“Tell me what?” 


“Now don’t go getting your hips up, 
sister.” Audrey said insolently. “You act as 
if you've got some claim on Jackie.” 

“Let me handle this,” Jackie said, but 
just then he swayed and sank down on the 
bed. He shook his head. “I should be the 


one to tell her—I’m the one to blame.” he 


said unhappily. 

“What is this all about?” I demanded. 

\udrey studied the tips of her fingers. 
“Jackie was telling me all about your elope- 
ment,” she said. smiling to herself. 
“What about it?” 
“Oh, nothing- 
“but also very illegal.” 


very romantic,” she 


drawled, 
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“Tegal? You must be crazy!” 

“You’re no more married to Jackie than 
Iam!” she said, her voice gloating. 

I tore my glance away from her evil face 
and stared at Jackie for some word of 
denial. But he just sat there. holding his 
head in his hands. Audrey reached into her 
purse and pulled out a newspaper clipping. 


READ THROUGH the item twice, try- 

ing to comprehend its meaning. The 
story told of two police justices in Eliza- 
beth. New Jersey who had unwittingly con- 
tinued to perform marriages, although the 
new state constitution of 1947 had revoked 
their power to do this. 

The whole thing had been brought to 
light by the father of two children who dis- 
covered that his marriage was illegal. Some 
fifty couples were in the same fix. I stared 
at the names of the two justices who were 
responsible—one of them was the man who 
had officiated when Jackie and I were mar- 
ried. 

I threw some things into an overnight bag 
and somehow I made my way over to Brook- 
lyn. My former studio had been rented 
out, but Mildred insisted that I stay with 
her. The next morning, she gave me a 
lecture. 

“You’re making a big mistake, Letha,” 
she said. “You're only spiting yourself by 
walking off and letting that dame have the 
field to herself!” 

“But what can I do?” I wailed. “Jackie 
and I—all this time and we weren't even 
married!” 

As time for the baby’s arrival drew near, 
I knew that I’d have to do something. My 
money was running low and Mildred, who 
had managed to find me, kept telling me 
that I should get in touch with Jackie. But 
I couldn’t bring myself to do it. 

Then, a few weeks ago, Governor Driscoll 
of New Jersey signed a bill to legalize the 
marriages performed by the two justices. 
But the news failed to bring the joy it 
might have. I still hadn’t heard from Jackie 
an’ didn’t even know whether he wanted 
our marriage validated. 

short time later, Jackie appeared on 
a popular Sunday night variety show on 
TV. I tuned in the show, telling myself I 
had nothing better to do, yet all the time 
knowing it was a lie. 

Jackie bowed graciously, then held up his 
hand. “Ladies and gentlemen, I want to 
introduce a new song tonight. It was writ- 
ten by someone very dear to me and 
dedicated to her—my wife, Letha.” 

I heard the familiar strains of the music 
I'd written and heard Jackie’s voice whis- 
pering the words. But my eyes were too 
full of tears to see anything except a big 
blur on the screen. My happiness was in- 
describable. 

I was Jackie’s wife and he had just an- 
nounced it to Audrey Payton and to all my 
other rivals—a million of them. And I 
knew that in a little while he would be tell- 
ing it to just me alone. 


THE END 


On The Records 
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about as dynamic on wax as in person. Her 
song style is marked with slick phrasing, 
clever delivery and fiery drive. As critic 
Brooks Atkinson of the New York Times 
once observed, “Eartha Kitt can make 
song burst into flame.” 

Eartha, while recognized as a fine artist, 
still almost didn’t make it with recording 
Several labels had been interested 
she became a hit in 


people. 
in her from the time 
New Faces and wanted to put her under 
contract. But neither of them could agree 
with her on the type of songs she ought to 
sing. They all wanted her to sing the corn- 
ball stuff like Cry and Wheel of Fortune 
which they claim sells most. 

She held out for things more musically 
sound. Finally Victor saw it her way and 
they got together on the eight sides that 
made up her first album. 

RECORD OF THE MONTH: Mercury’s 
Love for Sale/Dale’s Wail with trumpet vir- 
Eldridge blowing superbly on 
two relaxed tunes in an All-Star setting. 
The supporting cast: Oscar Peterson ( play- 
bassist Ray 


tuoso Roy 


ing organ instead of piano), 
Brown, drummer Jo Jones and 
Barney Kessel. They play smartly in the 
background, laying down just the right 
mood for Little Jazz to blow the kind of 
horn he is best known for. Roy turns in his 
neatest stint on Love, the 
Porter opus. 

GOOD: Capitol’s /f Love is Good to Me/ 
A Fool Was 1, a pair of lush ballad cuties 
which Nat (King) Cole croons warmly and 
intimately, as he always does on such tunes. 
Complementing the Cole voice on the re- 
is the able Nelson Riddle band with 
strings and woodwinds. Big seller of the 
coupling is likely to be the A-side. 

RECOMMENDED: Decca’s Pretty But- 
terfly/Don’t Let Me Dream, showcasing the 
incomparable Mills Brothers in a couple of 
polished vocal exhibitions. Butterfly is a 
rhythm adaptation of Dvorak’s Humor- 
swung here by the Millses in the 


guitarist 


excellent Cole 


lease 


esque, 
same vigorous fashion they employed in 
their recent smash hit, Glow Worm. That 


factor alone could spell a heavy sale for the 
new side, considering that Glow Worm sold 
more than 1.000.000 copies. Dream, a bal- 
lad, is not as strong as the topside but is 
still good enough to attract some attention 
in record marts. 
ACCEPTABLE: 
Blues/I’m Beginning to See the 
newie and a standard executed by 
bassist Oscar Pettiford on cello, his present 


{h-DeeDong 
Light, a 
former 


Roost’s 


instrument. He 
both, getting solid backing f 
The topper is a jump side that highlights 
Oscar on a series of fleet choruses and 
pianist Billy Taylor in an intricate key- 
board passage. The flip is an old Ellington 
ditty, phrased handsomely on this release 
by Pettiford and the group in a sparkling 
display of fresh ideas, 


plucks convincingly on 
from a quartet. 
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YOU KNOW | LOVE YOU--RB. B. King .89 
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Dixie Humming Birds .89 


We Ship C.0.D. Parcel Post Insured. Send for Free 
Catalogue. 


ESSEX RECORD SHOP 


114 SPRINGFIELD AVENUE 
NEWARK 3, NEW JERSEY, DEPT. T 


79 











SHADES 
LIGHTER 
INc/ DAYS 


\ NEVOLINE is the fastest safest bleaching cream you 
u for guaranteed Iighter, brighter complexion. 
\ 3et immediate results in just 3 days with wonder- 
\ NEVOLINE Bleaching Cream... Results you actu- 
y CON see iN your Own mirror and in his eyes. 
t NEVOLINE ond prove to yourself that your 
be lighter, brighter, glowing and 
blemish- free. 
der it today! In large 2 oz. jars only $1.00 
ach, or 3 for $2.00. Save C.O.D. costs, en 


e your remittance with order Act now! 


G. P. O. Box 129 





New York 1, N. Y. 


ANY PHOTO _— 


Size 8 x 10 Inches 
on DOUBLE- WEIGHT Paper 
price full length or bust 

grou capes, pet ani- 
gements of any 

picture. Original is 

ed wi th your enlargement. 


Send Nomyoney 3 for $1505 | 


ze pave or snap- 

















eive your enlargement, 
i “on ‘beautiful double- -weight 
portrait i ey paper. Pay postman 67c plus 

69c with order and we pay post 









Saves Time, Work, Money 
New Portable Pocket- 
ic Water Heater gives 


ater . - where and when 
ed it! Place in water and 
No fire to build. No hot Saar 
carry. For bathing, 
clothes, dishes, ete. Saves time, work AND 
AC or DC. Just follow SIMPLE DIREC- 
NS. Orde r NOW! 





Just name and address. Pay post- 
SEND NO MONEY erie nly $1.98 4 avon oO * postage. 
ays for mone 


RAPID SPECIALTIES 0. Dept HB1583 Grand Rapids 2, Mich. 









Big Bargain -Handsome Man's 
Masonic Lodye Ring in Yellow 
Gold color with Two Brite White 
Sparklers oneach side of Masonic 
Insignia. Send No Money! Send 
size or string. Pay postman C.o.D, 
$2.95 plus postage on delivery. 
Satisfaction GUARANTEED. 
WORLD-WIDE DIAMOND COMPANY 
2451 S. Michigan Av., Dept. A-988 
CHICAGO 46, ILL, 


IMITATION 
DIAMOND RINGS 


$1.49 each or both for $2.49 
mors yeous Solitaire and Wedding 
et with beautiful imitation 








di jamonds 





HARE e9 ites A oussior A agi 
. Dept. K194, New York 7, 


SUBSCRIBE 
TO 
TAN 




















We Had 
A Test 
Tube Baby 


(Continued from Page 36) 





gold, bathed nightly in champagne, and had 
a houseful of servants to obey my slightest 
whim. 

One day I had all this as my life; the 
next day. I was alone in the world. a widow. 
a bereaved mother. nearly insane with 
despair and pain and anguish. That was 
when death would have been welcome. 
when I, had I the nerve, would have eager- 
ly leaped into the Pacific Ocean or in front 
of a speeding Union Pacific train or cut 
my wrists to let the life ebb out in blood 
flow—anything to escape my trap. had I 
the nerve! 

And it was at this time that Rod came 
along, a big, handsome insurance salesman 
who was understanding. kind. and gener- 
ous. It was he who spotted me at the 
hotel. where I had resumed my job in the 
hope of somehow escaping the Hell that 
had engulfed me. 

It was Rod. a fine young gentleman. who 
caught me on the rebound, won my infatua- 
tion. if not my love, and my hand in mar- 
riage. 

It might be said that I married Rod for 
his manhood, and now it seemed, after a 
year and a half, that I had been thwarted 
in my desire. It came to my mind. as I lay 
there in bed, having denied his request for 
love-making, that Rod was not capable of 
fathering a child. It came to me. a fright- 
ening thought, that Rod, for all his physical 
bigness and aura of good health. was 
sterile! 

I broached the subject at Sunday morn- 
ing’s breakfast. 

Rod,” I began. “I want you to do me a 
favor. Will you do it?” 

He put down his sports section and eyed 
me dubiously. But he said, “If I can, 
Helen, you know I will.” 

“T want you to see a doctor.” 

The sudden, oppressive silence amplified 
my words, and his reaction was startled. 
as if from a thunderclap right there in our 
breakfast nook. 

“That’s a rather strange favor to ask, 
don’t you think? Why should I see a doc- 
tor? I feel too doggone healthy for words. 
Why. I could go 10 rounds- 

I was unrelenting, perhaps evil. “That 
may be true. Rod.” I said, “but I’m not in- 
terested in your fighting condition. What I 
want to know is this: can you father a 
child? J think you’re sterile!” 

Rod leaned forward on the table and 
fastened a steady, pitying gaze on me. 
“Now, look Helen, I know how much you 
want a baby. I realize you’ve been through 
a terrible time since your first husband 
died. I want a baby as much as you do, 





but don’t you think you're letting yourself 
be carried away with this thing? You 
don’t have any reason to suggest that I’m 
sterile 

“T have the best reason in the world,” I 
said, coldly. “We’ve lived as man and 
wife for 18 months now. and there hasn’t 
been a hint of pregnancy.” 

“Okay.” he said. anger in his voice, “so 
you haven't been pregnant. It could be 
your fault. you know. Did you ever think 
of that?” 

“Yes. I did. And I saw a doctor. I was 
examined. I’m perfectly capable of having 
a child—” 

He was surprised to hear that I had 
secretly gone to see a doctor. “A mar- 
riage.” he said, “is a fifty-fifty proposition. 
You act like it’s ninety to ten in your favor. 
\t least you should have let me know what 
was on your mind before you saw the doc- 
tor.” 

“If you love me, Rod,” I said, “you have 
no reason to deny me a child. You have 
no reason to deny me this favor. Will you 
see a doctor? Tomorrow?” 

After a while, he stopped pacing and 
faced me. “Helen, you know I love you 
more than anything in this world, and I'd 
do anything to make you happy. I'll see 
a doctor tomorrow. But, please, Helen. 
please say you won't leave me if the report 
is—if it’s negative—” 

His eyes begged me. Oh, God, how cruel 
can a woman be? I just sat there, calmly 
sipping coffee. And I said, “See the doc- 
tor, Rod.” 





The report was negative! Rod was 
sterile! 

The doctor even said Rod’s sterility could 
be called a blessing, if we didn’t want chil- 
dren! That was the catch: / wanted a 
child. J had to have a child. But how? 

Should I divorce Rod and marry for the 
third time? 

Should we adopt a child? 

In my search for an answer, I learned 
about test-tube babies. 


S | REMEMBER it, I had first heard 
+* of test-tube babies while married to 
Jim. There was a feature story in one of 
the Sunday papers, and I remember that 
it struck me, first, as a bit funny, then as a 
bit sad. I remember talking to Jim about 
it, and saying how glad I was I had for my- 
self a real, honest-to-goodness man. 

Since I realized that the utmost secrecy 
was important, I decided against seeing a 
Negro doctor. Instead, I made a telephone 
appointment with a Jewish doctor, whose 
offices were located on Wilshire Boulevard. 

The doctor was standing when I entered. 

“Doctor,” I said, “I want a baby.’ 

I paused, and he prompted me: “Yes. 
Go on.” " 

“My husband is sterile, Doctor, and— 
well—I don’t want to break up our mar- 
riage and I was thinking . . . maybe 
we could have a test-tube baby.” 

“It’s all right. Mrs. Simpkins,” he said, 


smiling. “I will take your case.” 
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He pointed out that if, as he said it 
seemed to him, I only wanted one child. 
my husband could consider ourselves for- 
tunate after this baby was born. He dis- 
cussed the many other details. including 
cost. which he said would be $175. 

As I left the office, strangely excited and 
uplifted, I thought again of Rod. The 
thought was a wet rag on my confidence. 
Suppose he wouldn’t agree to my having 
the operation! 

I think I cooked the best meal of my life 
that night. If. as they said, the best way to 
a man’s heart was through his stomach, I 
meant to get there with something to spare. 
I cooked all his favorite foods: chicken, 
fried a golden brown; hot rolls, browned 
on top and snow-white inside; fresh aspara- 
gus and big. juicy yams in the skin; and 
lemon cream pie. 

When Rod was through 
as happy as a little boy who has been sur- 
He got up. patted 


eating, he was 
prised with a bicycle. 
his belly. then went into our bedroom for 
cigar. When he returned, he was in tee- 
shirt and trousers. and he had a surprise 
for me. He said. “Let me help you with 
the dishes. Helen.” 


“Glad to,” I said lightly. “Ill wash, you 


dry.” 
“No.” he said teasingly, “Ill wash, you 
dry.” 


“Now don’t be difficult,” I said. “Tl 
wash, like I said, you dry.” 
He gave in with a shrug. 
but don’t ever say 


“Okay. baby, 
you win, I wasn’t will- 
ing.” 

As we washed and dried the dishes, I 
couldn’t help but think back to that recent 
night when we returned from the party. 
when Rod was all for making love and I 
had been so difficult. How different was to- 
night! Then the thought came to me: my 
life with Rod hadn’t been bad at all. Fact 
was. it had been darn good. 

I began as casually as I could; my hands 
were covered with soap suds and dishes 
rattled in the sink. Rod stood beside me, 
busily wiping them dry. 

“Rod.” I said, “I saw 

“Oh. What about?” 

“Having a baby 

He stopped drying dishes momentarily 


doctor today.” 


and shot me a glance I felt rather than saw, 
for I kept my eyes on the suds. “But 
he began. 

“There is a way,” 
willing.’ 


I said, “if you are 


He didn’t answer, so I went on. “It’s 
called artificial insemination 

“ve heard of Rod said tonelessly. 
“Truth is, there was a time I laughed about 
it with some friends of mine at a stag party. 
‘Just think,’ I remember saying, ‘a guy’s 
wife goes to a doctor and he— ” Rod broke 
off the words as though it was just dawn- 
ing on him what artificial insemination real- 
ly meant. 

“It’s the best way for us,” I said. “It'll 
save our marriage, Rod.” 

Rod's eyes searched mine again, and this 
time I couldn’t break the lock. Finally, he 


said: “You can make the appointment. Il 
go to see the doctor with you.” 

Involuntarily, I breathed 
thanks to Heaven. 

Promptly at 11 o’clock the next morning. 
Rod and I kept an appointment with the 
doctor. Rod was ill at ease at first. I sym- 
pathized with him, for I knew how rough 
it was with him on the inside, and I loved 
him all the more. for I knew it took cour- 
age to go with me on such a mission. The 


a word of 


doctor mentioned it right off. 

“Mr. Simpkins.” “T realize this 
is a trying visit for you, but I want you to 
know that it takes courage for a man to do 
what you are doing. and I respect you 
for it.” 

The doctor then began outlining the en- 
tire procedure of artificial insemination to 
Rod. and Rod listened. it seemed. like one 
in a trance. The doctor told him. for in- 
that the treatments would be given 


he said, 


stance, 
over a period of a month or more until | 
became pregnant. He explained that there 
was absolutely no chance of us ever know- 
but that 
we could rest assured the donor would be 
healthy. of good background, morally and 
mentally, and would resemble Rod in physi- 


ing whom the semen donor was, 


cal characteristics. 

He said that my pregnancy and eventual 
motherhood would appear natural in every 
way. that no one need ever know that the 
birth was caused by artificial insemination. 

Rod turned to me. and his hand reached 
for mine. His brown eyes searched me. 
locked mine in a gaze that was unbreak- 
able. the tug reaching down to my heart. 
“Helen.” he 


operation very much, don’t you?” 


said tenderly, “you want the 

“T want a baby. Rod.” 

“Then.” Rod said, “I won’t stand in your 
way.” 

I received call from the doctor a few 
days later. He said a suitable semen donor 
had been found and made an appointment 

When the time came. 
breathless and excited. 


for me at his office. 
I entered his office. 

I came to respect my doctor more than 
ever as he prepared me for the first opera- 
tion. and I knew then that I could not have 
made a better choice. 

One month after the last series of injec- 
tions. I knew that I was pregnant. Joyous- 
ly. I rushed to Rod, as he came home from 
work that evening, and almost shouted the 
news: 

“Rod, 
baby!” 

Rod held me 
tears of joy streamed down my face—but 
he didn’t 


darling, I’m going to have a 


tight and kissed me. as 


say a word. 


| DIDN'T realize it at the time, but Rod 

had set a pattern of behavior for the en- 
tire time of my pregnancy. He was sweet 
and considerate and kind, but he never 
once mentioned the baby. Oh. he listened 
as I planned excitedly for the coming 
blessed event. and he sometimes watched 
me prepare the layette (I selected the color 


blue; I guess I wanted a boy, but I only 


Your HAIR Must Look 





LONGER, LOVELIER 





ENJOY NEW HAIR BEAUTY— 
NEW LOVE AND ROMANCE! 


LANSON ANTISEPTIC CONDITIONER 
FOR HAIR AND SCALP 


Brings you these benefits: 


4. Brings you new halr beauty and lustre. 
2. Helps prevent splitting and breaking off at ends 
due to dryness. 

3. Softens, smooths, harsh dry brittle halr. 

4. Removes ugly, loose flaky dandruff. 

5. Relieves tormenting itching of dry scalp. 

6. Makes your hair as long as possibile. 

SEND NO MONEY—Pay Postman $1.50 Plus C.0.D. 
Charges Or Send $1.50 with order. No more to pay. 
Your money back If you’re not completely delighted! 


LANSON COMPANY Dept. TC-L-14 
400 Mulberry, Memphis, Tennessee 


Words set to music FREE. Copyrights. lead 7 ° 
sheet copies, records made. Royalties paid, 

songs published. We furnish songs to artists, e 
publishers and record companies. Send poem m 
or write for free information. 


MUSIC AGENCY ASSOCIATES, Dept. 2E $5 


9512 So. Central Ave. Los Angeles 2, Calif. . 


q 2 > 



























Easy to use Viscose Applications may 

heal many old leg sores due to venous 

congestion of varicose veins, leg swell- 

ing or injuries. Send today for a FREE 

BOOK and NO-COST-FOR-THE- 
TRIAL-plan. 


N.T. VISCOSE COMPANY 
140 N. Dearborn St., Chicago 2, Illinois bs 





You'll feel like a Glamorous movie star when 
wearing this Beautiful, Romance- Inviting 
Hollywood Cocktail Watch and Ring! Gorgeous 
Swiss watch and Gleaming Ex uisite Bracelec 


has over 50 Flashing White Sparklers i draw 
attention everywhere. sprig Ee ngage- 
set with 7 Fiery hite "Bell ants 
E of extra cost for © prom t action. 
' Just name, address and 
finger eine for L, ing rey 
y $9.95 plas tare gaa elive 
rem mo ony guarante “OF 7 fonay i 
WORLD-WIDE DIAMOND co. t. A 
2451 S. MICHIGAN AVE., CHI aD te mu. 























ed that the child would be healthy and 
npy—and look like Rod!) 
1ever occurred to me that Rod hadn’t 
accepted the idea of having a baby 
ch artificial insemination. I thought 
when he signed the agreement, that 
he end of his objections. But I learned 
ntly one Saturday morning at break- 


as then eight months pregnant, and 
saby’s birth was possibly as close as 
weeks away and not more than six 
away. I had gained more than 30 
ls, and I knew that the new life would 
healthy, energetic one—a mother has 
‘f telling such things, I was happier 
[ had ever expected to be after I lost 
Jimmy. And then. that Saturday 
ig, Rod said to me: 
lelen, | want a divorce!” 
now, Rod,” I cried when I had re- 
ed enough to talk. “Our troubles are 
Rod. In a few weeks—” 
had made up his mind. “I’ve thought 
ight, Helen,” he said. “I hate to have 
it so late, but I think it is better to 
now than later. I don’t think it’ll 
ut. You may be happy at first, but 
always remember that I’m not the 
of the baby—and, worst, Ill always 
nber it. T’ll never be able to forget 
[ wasn’t able to hold up my end as a 
ind—” 
it, Rod, we’ve already forgotten that.” 
Helen. Maybe temporarily. but not 
inently. It’s true I signed the agree- 
but then I was still in shock from 
oof of my sterility. I wanted to re- 
hat I’d lost with you. I felt so keenly 
| had made you unhappy, that, well— 
eed. But, now, Helen, I know it can’t 
ut—” 
lidn’t know what to say, or do. Rod 
mistaken. so badly mistaken. How 
[ make him see it? 
iat about our love. Rod?” I asked, as 
hing at a last straw. “I love you 
than I thought you were the 
man on earth the day you went with 
see the doctor. I admired you, Rod. 
God knows my love has grown by 
then. All our 


ever. 


bounds since 


OV er.” 


and 
le s are 
lelen,” he said in a helpless voice, stop- 
to look into my face with the serious 
of a judge pronouncing death sen- 
“it is impossible. [ve thought it 
eh, night and day, day and night. for 
hs. I'll support you and the baby; 
in have the house. But it’s best that 
et a divorce.” 
tod,” I said, “I'll never give you a di- 
and I'll fight every move you make 
one. You know darn well you don’t 
a leg to stand on, and besides, how’d 
el if I told your child that his father 
on his mother a month before he 
orn. He’d hate you forever!” 
But—but,” Rod stammered, “I am not 


ther 


ent to Rod. It was a difficult maneu- 
it I hugged and kissed that guy of 
then I told him: “Rod, you’re the 


papa of this baby, like it or not. And I'll 
tell you something: if you know what's 
good for you, you'll be a good papa!” 

“T don’t know—” 

“Rod.” I said, “just promise me one 
thing. Promise me you'll say no more about 
this until after the baby’s born. Then, if 
after you’ve seen the baby—then, if you 
want a divorce, I'll give it to you. Promise 
me that.” 

The moments were long like eternity be- 
fore Rod finally said, “If that’s the way 
you want it, Helen, I promise.” 


“Thank you, Rod.” 


Rod and I lived a kind of lover’s truce 
during the next few weeks. He was as kind 
and helpful as could be, but there was 
something about his actions which kept me 
on edge despite all my efforts to avoid it. 
Luckily, I didn’t put much stock in “old 
wives” tales about “marking” a baby be- 
fore it’s born, otherwise I might have wor- 
ried myself sick. Another important thing 
was my discovery of the power and com- 
fort of prayer. 

Several times daily, while alone at the 
house, I asked Heaven for blessings. for 
myself and Rod. I asked the Lord to please 
help Rod love our child, and I promised 
that I would always be a good mother and 
wife. I knew I was unworthy of such bless- 
ings, for I had been selfish and sinful. but 
I also knew that God is forgiving and I be- 
lieved that there could be no more worthy 
cause than that of an unborn child who 
was in no way responsible for his creation. 

And so the time passed. 

And then, around 2 o’clock one Tuesday 
morning, I felt the first labor pain. More 
calm than was natural, I switched on the 
light between our twin beds. and gently 
called Rod. He answered immediately. 

“Tt’s happening,” I said. “Get my things 
ready, please, and call the hospital.” 

Without a word, Rod got up and did as I 
had asked. 

When the ambulance came. Rod helped 
the attendant put me inside, then insisted 
on going along with me. I had to smile as 
I reminded him that he was still dressed 
in pajamas and house-robe. 

“Get dressed.” I said, “and follow us 
on over. It'll be a while yet before the 
baby is born.” 

Then I was on my way. 

Everything was in readiness when I ar- 
rived at the hospital. The doctor greeted 
me cheerfully and wished for me an easy 
time. I thanked him and submitted to the 
nurses, who readied me for childbirth. 

But it wasn’t to be so easy, nor so fast. 
Throughout the morning, the labor pains 
came and went. A nurse told me that Rod 
was in the hospital waiting room, asking 
after me every few minutes. That made me 
happy. Then he sent in a message that he 
was going over to his office, but would call 
in and come right back as soon as he could. 

“T told him,” the nurse said, “that it'll 
be several hours yet, and he might as well 
go to the office. That’s best. Otherwise. 
these fathers-to-be worry themselves sick.” 


I was proud of Rod every time I heard 
the nurse speak of him as a father; I mar- 
veled that the fact was accepted so com- 
pletely. She didn’t know he was sterile. 
That was our little secret. No one would 
ever know different—not even the doctor 
who had tested Rod. But he’d never get 
over the confusion in his mind! 

Labor pains kept on all day, speeding 
up during the late afternoon. And at five 
minutes after six, the baby was born. 

It was a boy. He was big. sweet. healthy. 
and—I thought—the cheeriest looking little 
baby I'd ever seen. The nurse told me he 
was 22 inches tall and weighed eight 
pounds, seven ounces. She also told me 
that Rod was waiting. 

“How soon can my 
baby?” I asked. 

“Almost right away.” the nurse replied. 
“As soon as we get it cleaned and get you 
situated in your room.” 

As the doctor and nurses got things 
straightened out, I prayed: “Lord, please 
—don’t fail me now. Please.” 


husband see the 


Rod entered the room a bit timidly. I 
thought. He glanced around at the spar- 
kling whiteness of everything, then slowly 
his eyes met mine. 

“How do you feel, Helen?” he asked 
gravely. 

“Just wonderful!” I said. “Just wonder- 
ful.” 

I turned my head to look down at the 
little boy beside me. And he stirred. 

“Come on over.” I said to Rod, “and 
meet Rod. Jr. He’s going to be quite a 
man.” 

Rod took a tentative peek, his face work- 
ing strangely. almost unbelievingly. 

“Rod, Jr?” he asked. 

I said, “what else? 
I name him anything else when he 
so much like his old man?” 

Rod looked at the baby a long, long time. 
Then he looked at me, and back to the 
baby. I didn’t know what was going on in- 
side his mind. I only prayed that it was 
the right thing. “He’s 22 inches tall and 
weighs eight pounds, seven ounces,” I said. 

“Ts that normal?” Rod asked. 

“Tt’s normal,” I said, “for a baby AIll- 
American fullback.” The baby stirred 
again. Clenching his little fists, he yawned 
and opened his eyes—full on Rod. The 
sweetest, most angelic smile flickered across 
his face. then he closed his eyes and went 
back to sleep. 

I wish I could say how I felt at that mo- 
ment. It was as if God had visited my hos- 
pital room and blessed the birth of Rod, Jr. 

I looked into my husband’s eyes, and 
somehow I knew everything was going my 


How could 


looks 


“Sure,” 


way. 

“Helen,” he said, “you were right. This 
is the most wonderful thing that ever hap- 
pened to us.” 

“Just wait,” I said, “until we get him 


” 
home. 


THE END 
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